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Tt L UCI US h it 
ES, Lucius, IL had rather be 


In Philoſophic Search with thee, 1 

Than feaſting with the greateſt Peer, 4 
Or him, who lords it for a Vear; T oft 
Nor cou'd &'er. Wealth or gaudy Show, © 
Make me forget the Debt Lowe A 
The Debt of Friendſhip, dear Delight. 
Oh ! was my Friend but in my Sight, ” F 
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(2] 
I'd give the Gleanings of the Day, 
To paſs with him ſome Hours away. 


But as I can't command my Fate, 


Nor live upon my own Eſtate, 

T'll make the beſt of my ſhort Time, 

And put my Thinkings into Rhime ; 

Without Regard to rich or poor, 
And lay them at my Lucius Door. 


If he'll but deign to take them in, 


They can't contain one ſingle Sin; 
For he's an Hardwick in the Cauſe 
Of Juſtice, and bright Virtue's Laws ; 


To him this Fable I impart, 
The Tiger, Sheep, and panting Hart. 
A Tiger, at the Cloſe of Day, 
Eſpy'd a Sheep and Hart at play ; 
Tho' full his Maw, his hungry Eyes 
Cou'd not in's Conſcience leave the Prize ; 


A Quar- 


[3] 
A Quarrel with ORE: he muſt pick; 
Aye, that will do——when I was ſick, 
You, Miſtreſs Sheep, went bleeting by, 
And ſtole ſome Hay from off my Stye 


The Stag too fell a rutting there, 


And made a Noiſe like any Bear 

But now, depend upon't, I'll make 

For my poor Head, your Hearts to ake, 
Indeed, the tremblin g Sheep replies, 

I know not where your Lordſhip lies, 

So cou'd not do it out of Spite, 

If &'er to teaze I took Delight; 

Nor did I ever ſteal from thee; 

Some other ſtole your Hay, not me, 
Nor did I ever ſee your Grace, 

Nor do I know your Dwelling Place 

*T'was others ſurely made the Noiſe, 

The Hart enjoin'd with meekeſt Voice. 


B 2 Such 


| 4 1 
Such Impudence deſerves to die, 


What! tell me to my Face I lye? 


For this, I'll wallow in your Gore, 


The Tiger cry'd, with hideous Roar, 


For this, I'll take your vital Blood, 
Ven'ſon for this, ſhall be my Food. 
They yet implore, but all in vain, 
He cries, he's Monarch of the Plain. 
When from behind a buſhy Oak, 
A Lion leap't, and to him ſpoke ; 
Tiger, fays he, firſt let us try 
The Mighty'ſt, whether you or I, 
True Greatneſs ſhou'd be to redreſs, 


And not poor Sheep or Harts oppreſs 2 


When on the Tyrant's Neck he flew, 
And inſtantly the Monſter ſlew. 

The Sheep, the royal Beaſt addreſt, 
And gratefully her Thanks expreſt; 


The 


5] 

The Stag his mighty Prowels prais'd, 
When he the cruel Tiger ſeiz'd : 
But ſoon as he was out of Sight, 
He told the Sheep with great Delight, 
That had the haughty Tyrant ſhown" 
Himſelf beneath the Lion's Throne, 
And not uſurp't the Monarch's Name, 
They both had been his lawful Game, 

80 they might thank his vain Ambition, 
Which fav'd them from his Jaws Perdition. 

Thus ſometimes out of very Spit, 
The Peer corrects the tardy Knight, 4. 
And honeſt Hodge has Juſtice done him, 
Who thanks my Lord enough to ſtun him. 
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To an HE IR. 


OUR Father's goodly Mannor Seat, 
| The worthy Muſe's ſafe Retreat, 


With all the Farms that round it ſtand, - 


Were free to Merit at command ; 

If any honeſt Heart expreſt, 
Misfortunes in his painful Breaſt, 

He prob'd the Wound and gave Relicf, 
Staying his Tortures and his Grief, 


[7] 
Till he ſome Medicine cou'd find, 
To heal his diſcontented Mind : 
Yet he ne'er loſt a Quarter's Rent, 
Nor half his Income ever ſpent ; 
For what he gave to help the Poor, 
He ſav'd by guarding Folly's Door; 
For no luxurious Pleaſures were 
In your dear Father's Houſe, the Fare, 
Yet free to all, his purple Wine 
Made Wit and oral Geſtures ſhine ; 
But never to debaſe the Mind, 
To make Man fink beneath his Kind, 
To fave theſe Realms from Tyranny, 
With that bright Goddeſs, Liberty; 
And for his Friends and Country's Sake, 
His Life and Fortune he would ſtake ; 


Yet ne'er in Faction wou'd he join, 
But cenſure ev'ry baſe Deſign, 
B 4 Let 
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Let him, your bright Example be, 

That the next Heie may copy thee. 
A Lion dying left his Heir, 

To his own Management and Care, 

. His Den, and all the ſpacious Place, 

The large Acquirings of his Grace ; 

"With all his Stock and F urniture, | 


For him an Aſylum ſecure: 


But he grows haughty, proud, and vain, 


And lords it over all the Plain; 

To Flatterers he giyes his Wine, 
And takes the ſubtle Fox to dine; 
Who finding out his ſofter Part, 
He cringes with the Courtier's Art ; 
Applauds his Skill and Penetration, 
And feeds bis Pride with Adulation ; 


GBach Strength of Parts! Good God! he cries, 


Enough to make a Nation wiſe . | _ - 
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[9] 
Sure ſuch vaſt Knowledge ne'er was known; 
In any Breaſt except your own; 
Beſides, ſo young, and ſo diſcreet ! 1.) 
All Excellencics in you meet, 

Dear Renard, ſays the Cub, I find, 
Thou haſt Diſcernment in thy Mind; __ + -.. 
Here take, I ſay, this Parchment Roll, 0 
For thou deſerv'ſt it, by my Soul; | 
Merit ſhou'd ever be rend 
And honeſt Truth ou d be rewarded ; 


It gives thee Title to yon F arm, ; 


1 * 
wa 


Where Pullets, . Geeſe, and Turkies ſwarm ; 

Beſides, thou ſhalt my Steward be, 

The Management I'll give to thee; + a u Wale 

Of all theſs Laube, the ad) WW > 

The Flow!ry Meads, and pleaſant Floods, Ta 
The Fox now bows, and ſcrapes; . 2 

And on my Lord each Morn attends; 


2 Inven af 
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Inventing ſomething to ſurprize, 
Or dazzle his poor Maſter's Eyes: 
Farm after Farm he gets his own, 
Till the poor Cub himſelf has none, 
When Creditors come on a-pace, 
And beg Admittance to his Grace ; 
For Renard ſays he cannot pay, 


Scarce the Expences of the Day. 


Then, Scoundrels, wait another Time, 
And not diſturb me while I dine! 
Go, let me hear no more, he cries, 
Of what you ſell, or Renard buys. 

This haughty Language don't us fright, 
Since you have loſt the Pow'r to bite; 
The Creditors to him reply'd, 
For know your Subſtance we'll divide, 
Ere we depart this very Place, 
Or make a Pris'ner of your Grace, 


3 Is't 


! 
Ist ſo? here, Renard, let me ſee 
Their Bills and Notes, how they agree. 
This Paper, Sir, in full contains, 
What each deſerveth for his Pains ; 
The Afs for Porterage demands 
The Tenth of your remaining Lands; 
The Hounds, for catching you Proviſion, 
Challenge one fifth by their Deciſion; 
The Horſe one Eighth, for grinding Corn, 
And one for dunging of the Lawn ; 
The Cow demandeth, as her Fees, 
A Ninth for Butter, Cream, and Cheeſe ; 
The Baboon next, for playing Tricks, 
Charges, at leaſt, one Part in fix; 
The reſt, your Servants, for their Care, 
In Juſtice, think ſhould be their Share. 
Awaken'd now, he feels the Smart, 
Like Dagoers piercing thro' his Heart, 


[22] 
And then with Anguith turns about, 
And thus exclaiming, cryeth out, 
Thou vileſt Knaye | What haſt thou done? 


Both ruin'd me, and my poor Son. 

Will no Abatement here be made, 
And muſt I learn the Beggars Trade | 
Then take it all, and be as curſt 
As I, when I enjoy'd it firſt. 

May Flatterers your Hearts poſſeſs, 
And in your Veins their Poiſon preſs ; | 
Till each like me ſhall be undone, 
And mourn the Ruin of his Son. 
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The | Orr Fox caught at laſt. 


To an Hypocritical Old MIS E R. 


OUR Tricks in artful Tale rl tell, 


Where e er you \live, wherec'er you dwell, 

You rob the Spittle, ſtarve the Poor, DN 
And heap up Curſes at your Door 3 be 
And your Religion's but « Cloke, | 
Of which you make a very joke; A 
But fair Accounts in Heaven they keep, Ef 
And thoſe who give when Widows weep, 
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Are ſure to have ſome Score rubb'd out, 
If they in Practice be devout; 
But he's deceiv'd, who would beguile, 
And bears alone the guilty Toll 
An ancient Fox a Scheme had lay'd, 
To catch in's Trap a pretty maid; 
Where he had Opium mixt with Wine, 
To perpetrate his baſe Deſign; 
But young Vulpeſa knew his Grace, | 
And always did avoid the Place, 
Finding his Trick abortive prove, 
He ſectetly declares his Love; 
Sends her a Thimble made of - Braſs, 
And a fine Ring of Purple Glaſs, 
With flips of nice Morocco Leather, 


To tie her white Rand Shoes together ; 
And what !faith I had forgot, 


A worn-out Fayour for a Knot; 


With 


12560 
With Gatters made of Ferret- binding, 
And other Things not worth our minding 
With all his Service very decent, 


Hoping ſhe wou'd receive his Preſent; 
Which was not half what he deſign'd, 
If ſhe, fair Creature, would be kind ; 
And grant him all his Heart's Deſire, 
For ſhe had ſet his Soul on Fire, 

And vows he'll keep her from Diſgrace, 
And fit her for a Lady's Place. 

But Miſs was pleas d to let him know, 
She'd of his Preſent make a Show, 
Which puts him into ſuch a Fright, , 
He cannot reſt nor Day nor Night; 
For next he loves to Gold and her, 

His fly religious Character. 
So gives a Bribe to let it ſleep, 


To hold her Peace, and Counſel keep; 
But 


[ 161 


But ſhe enlarges her Demand, 

And ſpreads the Secret o'er the Land. 
Poor Renard now is in Diſgrace, 

And ventures not to ſhew his Face. 

His Sanctity is made a Jeſt, 

And thro? it's ſeen the Knave —— 
His Foes in open Talk deride him, 

And his dear Friends can ſcarce abide him. 
Their Scoffs and Jeers he cannot bear, 

Nor will juſt Heaven hear his Prayer; 

So ruſhing on his Fate he flies, 


And ſtruggling in a Halter dies, 
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The EacLs, the Lark, be Vor rox, 
and other BisDs. 


To a JusTICE of the PEACE, 


ET good Amico be your guide, 

L For Juſtice he to none deny'd ; 
Yet Candour never left his Breaſt, 
He always pity'd the diſtreſs'd; 
Nor wou'd he for the great Man's Smile, 

His Reaſon or the Truth beguile, 
: But ſpurn at thoſe who wou'd deſtroy, 
And gainſt their Arts his Truſt employ ; 

C The 
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The knotty Points of Law he knew, 
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And cou'd untwiſt the Lawyer's Clew. 
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If any one by Fraudulence, 


— - —aq f . * R 6 
Fo wh — « 
- RS 2 ant 
- a A A 5 F4 N 1 reg - 
— — — —— —U— — 4 — od 0 b _ 


Attempted to increaſe his Pence, 
And was detected in the Fact, 


With Rigour always he wou'd act; 
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Becauſe twas wronging not a few, 
But all who paid the Laws their Due; 
Yet if rough Malice bore a Part, 
He'd ſtrive to mitigate the Smart. 
If Neighbours who for want of Grace, 
Appear'd before his Worſhip's Face, 
To {wear the Peace, or Vengeance ſhow, 
He'd beg them to forgive their Foc ; 
Or come again when cool with Reaſon, 
For ſuch like things a proper Seaſon ; 
Nor wou'd he leave at Home his Blanks, 
For Clerks to play their Tricks and Pranks ; 
| But 


[19] 
But always ſearch'd into the Cauſe, 
Before he put in Force the Laws, 

Let him, I ſay, be your fair Guide, 
To act like him be all your Pride, 
Like him compaſſionate the Poor, 

And deal out Juſtice at your Door, 

The Birds convene a Parliament, 
And chuſe the Eagle Preſident ; 

And there confirm it in his Line, 
And call his Race a Race divine; 
But as his Flight's ſo very high, 
They beg he'd leave a Deputy ; 
Who might inſpect how Matters went, 
And fave them all from Diſcontent. 
The Lark he ſubſtitutes as juſt, 
And fitteſt for ſo great a Truſt, 
Which gives the Daw and Jay offence, 
Who ſputter out their Eloquence. 

C2 The 
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The Magpye too, and filly Owl, 
Think each ſhou'd be th' anointed Fowl ; 
But *tis decreed and muſt be fo, 
Whether they like it well or no; 
The Lark unwillingly ſubmits, 

And in the Chair of Juſtice fits. 
| The Cuckoo robb'd the Finch's Neſt, 
The Finch the Jaſtice-Bird addreſs'd, 
Who ſet the Villain in the Stocks, 
To be the Sport of all the Flocks; 
Where he caught cold, and has it yet, 
For he a Cure ne'er could get. 

The Sparrow took the Martin's Houſe, 
And kick'd and much abus'd his Spouſe ; 
The Lark condemn'd him to be ſhot, 
But his Wife's Tears a Pardon got. 

The Wren in Court a Bill preferr'd, 
Againſt the mighty Puttock Bird ; 
Who 


22 ] 
Who kept in Fee each Counſellor, 
No one wou'd ſpeak a Word for her; 
Yet notwithſtanding got the Day, 
And fled triumphantly away ; 
For Juſtice was the Lark's Delight, 
Who gave the Cauſe againſt the Kite, 
Which ſo enrag'd the haughty Knave, 
He made his Craw the Judge's Grave 
For juſt about the Break of Day, 
His Talons bore the Lark . 
When Meſſengers abroad were ſent, 
To fetch again their Preſident, 
In State he comes, the Villain's try'd, 
For his bold Arrogance and Pride; 
But yet for want of Evidence, 
The Rogue gets clear of his Offence, 
And to the Thicket points his Way, 
To watch the Common for his Prey. 


C 3 


Bat 


[ 22 ] 

But as the Crows fly in a Flock, 
They promiſe to purſue the Hawk ; 
And in good Truth they keep their Spite, 
And to this Day torment the Kite. 

But now again in Parliament, 
They fit with their Lord Preſident, 
Another Deputy to find, 


Whoſe Strength's above the Buzzard Kind ; 
For Virtue only will not do, | 
He muſt have that and Power too; 

At length the Vulture has the Place, 

Who ſhews awhile the Patriot's Face ; 

But ſoon his knavery is ſeen, 

By the leaſt Bird upon the Green; 

For now each Office brings a Bribe, 

And binds to him a num'rous Tribe ; 
Oppreſſion next becomes his Sport, 


And none but Knaves attend his Court. 


But 


23 
But to prepare a Glutton Feaſt, 
His Minions robb'd the Raven's Neſt; 
The Raven to the Eagle flew, 
And there. demanded Juſtice due ; 
Where he made known the Vulture's Crimes, 
His Ravages and baſe Deſigns, 
Attentive ſtood the royal Bird, 
And heard the Raven ev'ry Word ; 
Then rais'd his awful Head and ſwore, 
He'd leave a Deputy no more, 
But pull the greedy Tyrant down, 
And with it's Cares he'd bear the Crown. 
The Vulture dies, the Eagle reigns, 
And Harmony ſpreads o'er the Plains, 
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The ANT and BUTTERFLY. 


To a Poor M AN. 


W HAT tho' you riſe by Four each Morn, 
' TothreſhyourSheavesor winnow Corn, 


To mend a Hedge or raiſe a Mound, 


To dig a Ditch or till the Ground ; 

To dung your Land, or {et 1 ſow, 

To reap your Wheat, or Barley mow; 
The Rich have greater Plagues by far, 
Een thoſe who wear the brighteſt Star; 


Where 
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Where Emulation breaks the Ken, 
And Diſappointments foil the beſt ; 
E'en Brunſwick's ſelf feels more than you, 
In Council and in Battle too. 

Tho' hard your Toil, the Fare you eat 
Is ſweeter than their poiſon'd Meat; 
Beſides more healthful is the Swain, 
Than they with all their Guſt of Gain, 

Suppoſe the Gout ſhou'd rack your Breaſt, 
Then Labour you wou'd think but Reſt; 
The Gout with them is e'er in Pay, | 
To keep it's diſmal Pangs away ; 

Yet no Phyſician e er cou'd find, 
The Way to pall it's craving mind, 
Except to riſe at Four like you, 
And work as even poor Men do, 


In bearing home a Corn of Rye, 


An Ant bedaub'd a Butterfly; 
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For it had fallen in the Dirt, 

And done the little Creature hurt; 
Which made him ſtagger to and fro, 
And give the Butterfly the Blow ; 


Tho' far from meaning any ill, 


For it was done againſt his Will, 
Yet made his Honour curſe and ſwear, 
And call the little Ant a Bear 3 


A Monkey, Toad, and Puppy too, 


With all the Names he ever knew ; 


Which ſet the Emmet's Blood on Fire, 

And made him fall upon the Squire. 
Proud upſtart Fool, I know your Race, 

Your Father liv'd in foul Diſgrace ; 

Twas Cabbage that he liv'd upon, 

And Cabbage that maintain'd his Son. 
Poor Devil ! cries the Butterfly, 


A louſy Beggar you will die. 


"TRY 

It may be ſo, replies the Ant; 

And you in Time may come to want ; 
For what is got by Stealth and Fraud, 
Will ſoon find Wings and fly abroad ; 
And leave you diſtitute and bare, 
Cameleon like, to feed on Air; 

But I, with Labour ſhall ſuſtain, 

My little Houſe with honeſt Gain ; 
And when I die ſhall go to reſt, 

And in Elyſian Fields be bleſt. 

Ha! Ha! the Butterfly cry'd out, 
You'll live there mighty well no doubt ; 
No doubt, indeed, the Emmet ſaid, 
For we were all to Virtue bred ; 

And Honeſty from Son to Son, 
Has thro' our Race for ever run; 
Or we like others might have made, 


A Settlement without a Trade; 


But 


[ 28 ] 
But 'tis much better to be poor, 


Than plead in vain at great Jove's Door, 


Stung to the Quick, the gaudy Beau 


Had rais'd his Wings, and meant to go, 


When o'er his Head a Pigeon flew, 

And muted him quite thro' and thro' ; 
The heavy Load e'en whirl'd him round, 
And ſtuck his Wings upon the Ground, 
Where he lay gaſping for his Breath, 


Till he, poor thing, was ſtarv'd to Death. 
The Ant indeed had got his Share, 


But ſoon recovered wholſome Air; 


—— 
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And being always us'd to Dirt, 


Came off with very little Hurt. 


FABLE 


[ 29 ] 


A _ OCR 


ACA Pry A DCA. 


 ehrrtnhochickekoghoghookoohogts 
05 EN 5 77. 


C 


= W w KS * w w Sj =_ 


MY 0 Y . Ferrer eres reer 


F A B LE: 06 


The Maceys, Cuckoo, and Srakrow. 


GD MUNTTIA 


OW to Munitia I wou'd tell, 


N 


What Soil I'd plough and cultivate, 


How I wou'd live, and where I'd dwell ; 


Cou'd I remove her Scorn and Hate; 
What Produce too I'd fain be getting, 
And not a rhiming here be fitting ; 


But Fate has left me to her Will, 


And I muſt rhime and write on ſtill. 


Pray, 


| 
1 
i 
| 
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Pray, Madam, tell me, muſt I be 
A Lover to Eternity ; 
And never taſte the Sweets of Life, 
Nor have a kind obliging Wife; 8 
Tell me, I fay, for I'll have none, 
Except you will yourſelf be one; 
Yet, Madam, you ſhall never be 
A Wife to any elſe but me; 
For I will ſtand and guard the Place, 
Where Lovers plead and ſue for Grace ; 
Whether he be a Beau or Clown, 


I'll break his Pate, or knock him down : 


I tell you, Madam, I'Il be plain, 
Whether you like, or yet diſdain ; 
Pl never leave you till we hit, 

But calmly wait your being Fit; 
Yet, Faith and Troth, I'll not deny, 


But that your Lover I may die; 
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Tho' notwithſtanding, if I'm able 


To pleaſe your Taſte, I'll draw a Fable. 
A Cuckoo, Magpye, and a Sparrow, 
Met in a Lane exceeding narrow; 

| The Cuckoo paſſing, ſaid Good-morrow, 

Showing in's Face ſome Signs of Sorrow; 

The Sparrow pertly aſk'd him why 

His old Acquaintance look'd fo ſhy? 

What Miſs, ſays he, has took your Gold, 

And in Return a Bargain ſold, 

To keep you warm in Winter's cold. 

Or has Dame Nature ta'en in Hand, 

To keep at home at her Command, 

A Thing I'd name not for the land. 

A Thing that makes me ſick at Heart, 

What always one, and ne'er'to part; 

Fye! Fye! my once delightful friend, 

An Halter were the better End, 


Is't 
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Is't ſo, old Boy, the Magpye ſays, 
With hearty Laugh, and Ged-demme's ; 
Come, Come, let's leave this horned Fellow, 
And go and ſeek ſome Paſſorella ; 
Why, ſays the Sparrow, if we do, 
We ſhall not find a Punk for you; 
You Fops know nothing of the Matter, 
All you can do 's to laugh and chatter ; 
And ſpeak of Girls you never ſaw, 
And fay with them you broke the Law ; 
Remember what the Lady ſaid, 


You tore her clothes, and nothing did ; 


And keep in Mind the Caning-bout, 


When fair Lupeſa turn'd you out ; 
The Cuckoo now his Silence broke, 
And thank'd each other for his Joke, 


| And thus his free Confeſſion ſpoke. 


When 
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When I was young, juſt come of Age, 


In Luxury I trod the Stage ; 

Each Huſband plagu'd about his Wife, 
Which then I thought b happy Life ; 

For Lewdneſs o'er my Fleſh prevail'd, 
Which ſoon, alas! my Strength curtail'd ; 
Which gave me Notions of a State, 

That was before my greateſt Hate ; 

In Hopes by Conduct to refit, 

The Sores of Venus and the Gleet. 

To marry then I took my Way, 
And ſought a Wife without Delay; 
But ſhe ſoon prov'd a Buxom Jade, 
And a poor Cuckold of me made, 
Without the leaſt Pretence of being 
Without my Eyes, or Senſe of Seeing ; 
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Yet I muſt work to get her Bread, 
Or flap her Diſtaff breaks my Head, 
And this is now the Life I lead, 

The Sparrow ſmiling in his Face, 
Wiſh'd it might never be his Caſe ; 
But own'd the Guilt of 1 Profeſſion, 


Juſtly deſerv'd the Wife's Tranſgreſſion. 
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The SUN, the Moon, the EARTH, Jorr- 
TER, the IVorth-Pole STar, and the 
Man. 


To a PHILOSOPHER. 


HE whole Creation is your Theme, 
T The Earth, the Air, the wat'ty Main 
The lucid Orbs which riſe on high, 

Oc Gems that in deep Caverns lie ; 

Or Water-Spouts, or rolling Tide, 

Or that which does the Day divide; 
Coheſion, or attractive Force, 

Or Comet's more furprizing Courſe; , 
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Oc ſympathetick Palin's deſire, 
Or Animalcula in Fire; 
Or Shades of Things which Mirrours ſhow, 
Or Light which Mortals think they know ; 
The Needle's pointing to the Pole, 
Or Axis which ſuſtains the whole; 
Or how the Glow-Worm gives it's Light, 
When Darkneſs overſpreads the Night. 
Yet moſt of theſe you ſtrive in vain 
With labour'd Study to explain ; 
But ſhew enough I think to prove, 
That there's a Cauſe of all above ; 
A Cauſe which calls us to adore, 
Tho' we that Cauſe can ne'er explore. 
The Sun, the Moon, the North-Pole Star, 
The Earth, and mighty Jupiter; 
All ſpeak their Claim to Man's Regard, 
And beg of him they may be heard, 
The 
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The Star ſets forth his pleaſant Light, 
When Sol goes rambling in the Night; 
How he each Mariner protects, | 
And croſs the Main his Way ditects. 

By him their Latitude they know, 
And ſafe as in their Harbours go; 
From whence *tis plain that Man enjoys, 
From him his Wealth and glitt'ring Toys. 

Says Jupiter, from me and mine 
They know each Creek, each Side the Line ; 
By me they find their Longitude, 
From me their Bearings they conclude ; 
My darken'd Moons can give them Light, 
And teach them how to ſteer by Nigat ; 
From whence, whate'er they owe to you, 
Tis plain as much to me is due. 
The Moon beſeeches Man to know, 
For him ſhe bids the Tides to flow ; 
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For him ſhe purges ev'ry Bay, 
The Ocean and each foaming Sea; 
For him ſhe borrows even Light, 


To guard his Foot-ſteps in the Night ; 
For him ſhe wanders up and down, 
To ſerve the Monarch and the tm ; 
Whence ſhe conceives her Claim's as great 
As his who keeps his Northern Scat ; 
Nor will ſhe ſtoop to any Star, 
Nor even mighty Jupiter. 
The Earth produces all her Store, 
And gives to Man her golden Ore; 
With Rarities of ev'ry Kind, 
And begs to her he'd not be blind ; 
But with a ſcrutinizing Eye, 
Into her deep Reſources pry ; 
Where he will find her never ſparing, 
But always Feaſts for him preparing; 


When 
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When, doubtleſs, he'll confeſs that ſhe 
Can counterpoiſe the other Three. 

The Sun to Man his Goodneſs ſhows, 
And ſpreads his Beams where'er he goes; 
For him he bids each Vapour riſe, 

And form an Arch beneath the Skies; 
To multiply each fingle Ray, 

And dart it's Glances ev'ry Way ; 

To bear the Forms of Stars in Night, 
And to reflect their feeble Light; 

To give the Moon her Shadow's Place, 
And top the Phantoms with her Cid; 
Who all compoſe a lovely Scene, 

The twink'ling Stars and wandring Queen, 
To pleaſure Man, while he is gone 

To ſerve another Horizon; 


For him he diſſipates the Cold, 


And turns ev'n Duſt to Ore of Gold ; 
D 4 
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For him he bids the Nect'ran blow, 
For him ſoft downy Peaches grow ; 
For him he draws the juicy Vine, 
To make him nice delicious Wine ; 
For him he bids each Bower riſe, 
And Orange Groves enchant his Eyes; 
For him the Vi'let and the Roſe, 
And ſuperfine Carnation blows : 
Beſides, by his attractive Force, 
He keeps the Planets in their Courſe ; 
Whence he concludes his Claim is more, 
Than all the Sums of bother Four. 
The Man attentive to the Spheres, 
Inclin'd to them his liſtening Ears ; 
But when, they had their Speeches done, 
He made Reply to ev'ry one; 
And thank'd them for each Obligation, 


And then to Sol made Obſervation ; 


That 
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That tho' thoſe Orbs he might command, 


His own requir'd a greater Hand ; 


Nor cou'd he raiſe the Atmoſphere, 
Tho' he ſuſtains it is moſt clear; 
But muſt have been itſelf in Motion, 
E'er he cou'd ſip the Sea or Ocean; 
Which proves it was a Hand divine, 


That rais'd this living Frame of mine. 
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The Fox at the Point of Death. 


To a Good M AN. 


O call you honeſt, wou'd defame 
6 The Brightneſs of your better Name ; 
Yet ſtill let me diſcloſe in part, 

The Joy that's center'd in your Heart; 
Which cou'd the worldly Man but know, 
He'd ſtrive himſelf to be like you; 


But 'tis a Secret none can find, 


But thoſe who have a virtuous Mind; 


And 
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And can have Feelings for a Brother, 
And think each Self's to ſerve another; 
But oh How few are there ſo mean, 
Who will ſuch Weakneſs entertain; 
'Tis bearing Ills that's not our own, 
And why ſhou'd we for others mourn ; 
A Tear, indeed, may bring ſuch Joy, 
As ſometimes might the Hyp deſtroy ; 
But that is when we part with Pence, 
And who'd do that of any Senſe. 

Yet ſtill that pleaſant Face of thine, 
Appears to me e'en half divine; 
Methinks one might a little ſpare, 
When treble is our Profit's Share ; 

But then again we ſtand a Chance, 
To loſe thoſe Sums we now advance ; 


And ſo in Time may come to want, 


When we ſhall meet this very Cant! 
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To beg indeed, muſt then be fad ! 
When thoſe who give are counted mad. 
Such ſordid Stuff tis ſtays the Hand, 
From thoſe, the poor deſerving Band, 
Who may have Thoughts ſublimely bright, 
And yet not taſte one ſweet Delight ; 
For want of that the Rich could ſpare, 
Without increafing of their Care ; 
Except in finding out the Smart, 
That preys upon the Widow's Heart ; 
Or ſearching in the Orphan's Caſe, 
And ſtanding in it's Parent's Place ; 
Or ſeeking out thę troubl'd Swain, 
To heal his ſad corroding Pain. 
Can any one ſuch Toil diſpleaſe, 

Who "EE in Affluence and Eaſe; 

When a mere Trifle oft may give 


The Poor the Liberty to live. 
If 
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If ſuch a ſordid Wretch there be, 


He's hated and deſpis'd by thee. 

A Fox who'd hoarded Geeſe and Corn, 
When Death appear'd began to mourn ; 
Alas! ſays he, now I muſt leave 
Each Feather and each ſingle Sheaf; 
Without one Jewel I muſt go, 

And ſomething of hereafter know ; 
Ah! there it pricks my very Heart, 
And Conſcience now's a tender Part ; 
How many dying have I ſeen, 

Yet ne'er wou'd give one ſingle Grain, 
To mitigate their ſharpeſt Pain. 

What then can I myſelf expect? 

Who thus cou'd others Pains neglect; 
Oh ! nothing but eternal Woe, 


Muſt follow me where'er 1 go; 


Whether 
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Whether through trackleſs Space I run, 
Or ſcorch beneath the burning Sun ; 
Or beat upon the Wings of Air, 
In Darkneſs, and in deep Deſpair ; 
Or far beyond the Frigid Zone, 
My wretched abje& State I mourn ; 
Or whether by Tranſition toſt, 
From freezing to the burning Coaſt ; 
Or ſtrung upon ſome Comet's Tail, 
Eternal Torture there to feel; 
Or floating in the deep Abyſs, 
With Terrors that are numberleſs. 

Such woeful Thoughts now fill my Breaſt, 
That all the World I'd give for Reſt ; 
Then bathes his Pillow with his Tears, 
Enumerating of his Fears; 
Contracting now, and now diſtending, 


Dreading his diſmal Fate impending ; 
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And then the faithful Horſe implores, 
To give among the Poor his Stores; 
In hopes by that he ſhould atone, 
The mighty Ills which he had done; 
Then gave diſmal hollow Yow!l, 
And dy'd of the ſucceeding Howl. 
Such is the Fate of thoſe who find 
No Joy, but in a ſordid Mind. 
But you, my worthy faithful Friend, 
Will find the Difference in your End ; 
Tho” Pains inflict, your Joy will be 
In Thoughts of bleſt Eternity ; 
Where pleaſing Scenes for ever riſe, 
And Bliſs ſeraphick never dies. 


FABLE 


Jo POLLY. 

AIT H now I'm in this rhyming Fit, 
F In Polly's Chair I'll ſteal her Wit; 
Her Voice I'll ſteal, and ſweetly ſing, 

And make her bluſh like any thing ; 
For if 1 ay but red. or white, 
Or that her Charms exceed Delight; 
Vermillion in her Face appears, 


And red as Scarlet are her Ears. 


Laſt 
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Laſt Night as in a ſleep ſhe lay, 
I ran and ſtole a Kiſs away; 
Her Lips infus'd ſo ſweet a Bliſs, 
I went and ſtole another Kiſs ; 
Which made my Blood run thrilling thro 
Each Vein, I knew not what to do; 
No Power remain'd to move or tir, 
Except it were to look at her; 
Another Kiſs I ſtrove to get, 
But ſhe awoke in taking it ; 
For which my Penance is a Fable, 
With all the Wit imaginable. 
Now fain I'd raiſe poor Johnny's Ghoſt, 
To lend me Wit to pleaſe my Toaſt; 
For well I know the Taſk. too hard, 
For any but that pretty Bard; 
But when ſuch Sweetneſs does command, 
A Blockhead ſure wou'd try his Hand. 

E An 


Joy G => 2040 4" Z — — — — OO r — = _ — — = 
- - 1 1 * 0 —— — fins 05 aw ihe. C LAS 2 wv - hy Ba _— l _ — == 2 — —_ = 

— a. 2 1 — R 5 e Ins = 4 — F. CO - . 28 — — PR: wo 1 mY ec 2 2 

: > ron rr tans Ge. 3 7 > a —— = wy. 
= * — * — — 12 5 go” AF = — — ä — 
2 - 2 - d- a —— I >—_ - * — — * 
— OA AE TEA 1 9 r ew eo " 
* 
— 
* 
* 


501 
An Ape, a Lion, and a Dove, 
Met all together in a Grove, 
To canvas o'er their Thoughts of Love. 
The Lion's Notions firſt T'll tell, 
And then upon the others dwell. 
Excufe me firſt, his Honour ſays, 
But importun'd, his Words are theſe ; 
Were I to chuſe a Mate for Life, 


(For Carnal ſeems the Name of Wife) 


She ſhou'd not only virtuous be, 


But ſtudious in Philoſophy ; 

And Plato ſhou'd her Taſte refine, 

Or be in Truth, no Mate of mine; 

Nor ſhou'd ſhe have the leaſt Affections, 

But thoſe that ſpring from virtuous Actions 5 
For in my Den no Vice I'd keep, 

But ever truly chaſte I'd ſleep. 


The 
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The Ape inclin'd to Venery, 
Burſt out into a loud he! he 
What! ſtorm a Town in bloody Gore, 
And bluſh to look upon a Whore, 
Vet by a Lady at the Roſe, 
I ſaw two Whelps with your dear Noſe ; 
As like Dada as Pip to Pippin, 
And yet you'd have no Stew to fleep in. 
A Prude of human Race wou'd like ye, 
And for her own, good Faith, wou'd ſtrike ye; 
And thus went on with Jokes and Jeers, 
Unfitting for my Polly's Ears; 
Until the Monarch's Breaſt he fir' d, 
Then ſwifdly up a Tree retit'd. 
Thou vain conceited ſilly thing, 
How dare you thus belie your King; 
I'll an Example of you make, 


That all your Race may Warning take. 
E 2 So 
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So tears the Tree up with his Jaws, i 


And catches Pugſey in his Paws, 
Who changes now his guilty Tone, 
And for his Life makes grievous Mourn. 
The Dove implores him to forgive, 
And ſo he bids the Scoundrel live; 
Who ſwears he'll never EM offend, 
But always be his faſteſt Friend; 
That for his Liege he'll ever pray, 
And then draws off and ſteals away. 
And now the ſhaggy Lord and Dove, 
Diſpute the Point bout carnal Love: 
But I ſhall only here rehearſe, 
The Bird's Concluſion in my Verſe; 
Which'is verbatim juſt as follows, 
Conſonant with the Laws of Scholars ; 
That Reaſon ſhou'd with Nature blend, 


Each will agree who's Virtue's Friend ; 
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Whence I conclude the Ape a Fool, 
For Debauchees ne'er a& by Rule; 
And think the Prude by much too nice, 
If in her Thoughts ſhe has no Vice; 
For verily I think, great Jove 
Intended us for mutual Love; 
And that on Earth's no greater Bliſs, 
Than in a truly virtuous Kiſs ; 
So took his Leave to ſeek his Bride, 
And left the Monarch fatisfy'd, 
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The Lion, the Fox, the Hos x, and 
other Beaſts. 


To a CITIZEN in Office. 


Hatever Office you enjoy, 


For publick Good your Truſt employ ; 
But firſt obſerve that you are fir 
To judge, and rightly manage it; 


Nor let mean Bribes, tho” eber ſo large, 


Swell out the Bills of City Charge; 
Nor be fo baſe where' er you be, 


To ſhut the Gates of Equity, 
6.5 2 Let 
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Let Cato's Soul your Boſom fire, 


Oc Heathcote teach you to retire ; 

Or ſteady Barnard be your Guide, 

To bear againſt the guilty Tide. 

Let honeſt Truth your Breaſt attend, 

That Faith may be your lateſt Friend; 

For without Virtue, he's a Fool, 

Who ſays that Faith will fave his Soul; | 
Nor can that Faith be underſtood, 

That ſprings not from a Heart that's good, 


But if you think there's no ſach thing 
As a Supream Eternal King ; 
And that you did from nothing riſe, 


And Nature's Evidence deſpiſe : 
So glide along Tartarus' Stream, 
And laugh at Juſtice' ſacred Name; 
You'll ſurely find, when tis too late, 
Yaur Conſcience prick, and curſe your Fate; 
E 4 Nor 
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Nor ſhou'd ſuch ſordid Wretches be 
In any Place of Dignity. 

In ancient Times before the Fall, 
When Brutes poſſeſs d and govern'd all; 
The Lion with Imperial Sway, 

Made ev'ry Beaſt his Will obey; 

His Word he made to them a Law, 

And kept himſelf the World in Awe; 
Till Age depriv'd him of his ſtrength, 
And laid his Lordſhip at his Length ; 
When all combin'd to cruſh his Son, 
Enrag'd at what his Sire had done; 

But to accompliſh their Defgn, | 2 
Wanted much Wit in little Time; 

A thouſand Schemes before them lay, 
But not one ſafe or prudent Way. b 


At Length the cunning Fox aroſe, 


* = 


But 


And made to ihem a Speech in Proſe. 
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But I ſhall turn it into Verſe, 
Becauſe I can't his Tone expreſs, 

Dear Sirs, ſays he, the publick Weal, 
A Friend in me ſhall never fail 

The Lion's Strength is much * great 
To be oppos'd, but by Deceit. 

Let us addreſs him as our Liege, 
T will do much better than a Siege; 
For well I know, on either Side, 

His Den is ſtrongly fortify'd. 

Let us condole his Father's Death, 
And wiſh him Joy all in a Breath; 
And lay our Fortunes at his Feet, 
And ſpeak him noble and diſcreet ; 
'Twill give him unſuſpicious Joy, 
While we our ſubtle Arts employ. 


Like Alligators let us weep, 


And watch him when be goes to ſleep. 


What 
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What fay my Friends? Is it decreed, 
The Lion ſhall To-morrow bleed? 
Shall I the flatt'ring Poiſon bear, 

That we our common Rights may ſhare ; 

Let me alone the Hazard run, 

Suppoſe I'm loſt ! I am but one; 
Supply me but with what is meet, 
III lay the Tyrant at your Feet. 

They all, except the Horſe, conſent, 

And much applaud his good Intent; 

But he diſlikes the treacherous Art, 

Nor will he with them bear a Part ; 

But ſnorting at them with Diſdain, 

With brave Reſentment ſecks the Plain; 
The Bull indeed makes ſome Eflay, 

Bat 8 ſteals his Speech away; 

The Hedge-hog moves, that both are Traitors, 
And ſecretly the Lion's Creatures; 


But 
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But Renard, truly, has more Senſe, 


Than outwardly to take Offence; 

Nay, ſpeaks them worthy of their Race, 

But ſtill too hot to be in Place: 

Paſſion, ſays he, wou'd quite undo us, 

And bring thoſe Plagues we fear unto us ; 

'Tis Cunning, Policy, and Art, 

Muſt reach his Breaſt to pierce his Heart ; 

For we can ne'er expect to gain, 

By fighting fairly on the Plain. 

But, my dear Friends, with your Sopplles, 

We'll undermine him otherwiſe ; 

This very Day you may depend, 

As it began his Reign ſhall end; 

So bending, takes his cringing Leave, 

But he who fawns will ſure deceive; ]. 

And he who'd cheat to ſerve his Friends, 

Wou'd cheat them too for his own Ends, 
The 
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The palming Trade he ſtill purſues, 
And covers over his real Views; 
The Lion's Favourite he gains, 
For Bribes ſucceed with little Pains. 
A genteel Touch with Care and Art, 
Oft wins the pretty Lady's Heart; 
So ſomething ſimilar we find, 
Will touch the Male of human Kind. 
This Renard knows, ſo gains Acceſs, 


And proſtrate gives his Liege th' Addreſs, 


Saying the Horſe, with ſome Deſign, 
The gen'ral Voice refus'd to join 
Nay, mad with Envy at your Fame, 
He ſnorted at your Royal Name; 
And ſince, I hear, intends this Day, 
By Craft 1 wks your Life away. 

Be on FO Guard then, Royal Sir, 


And do not out your Palace ſtir ; 


At 
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At leaſt till we have trac'd it out, 


And make it clear beyond a Doubt. 
Indeed your Guards are ſtrong and bold, 
But then they may be bought and ſold; 
And much I fear, will under- hand 
Obey the Horſe's vile Command: 

For if your Friends with their Addreſs, 
Muſt bribe them to obtain Acceſs; | 
May not the Horſe with all your Foes, 
Admittance gain as well as thoſe. 

Might I adviſe, I wou'd commend 
A Guard, on whom you might depend. 

The Lion caught in Renard's Snare, 
Approves and thanks him for his Care. 
The Guard diſmiſs'd, the Fox's Race 
Succeed, and occupy their Place, 


And now the Lion goes to Reſt, 
Where Renard's Viper ſtings his Breaſt ; 


(For 
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(For he had always thoſe in Pay, 
Who'd punctually his Will obey) 
The Venom running thro' his veins, 


Awakes him with corroding Pains; 


Until the Poiſon's diſmal Smart 
Obſtructs the Motion of his Heart. 
When Renard holds the Fort his own, 


And leaves his Dupes their Fates to mourn; 


Till reſcu'd by the Horſe's Care, 
Who ſeeks the murder'd Lion's Heir; 
Who promiſes to rule by Law, 


And not by Tyranny and Awe; 


But in Conjunction with the Horſe, 
Let Jaſtice freely have it's Courſe ; 

And now the Horſe's valiant Band, 
Under the Lion's brave Command ; 


Attack the Fort and ſtorm the Place, 


And bring poor Renard to Diſgrace. 
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Who begs his Life at any Rate, 


Rather than venture on his Fate; 
A Slave in Chains, or Baniſhment, 
| So he might live, he'd be content; 
Or any Drudgery he'd do, 
The worſt that Mortal ever knew. 
Yet all his Prayers are but in vain, 
And only heighten their Diſdain; 
Nor wou'd they alter their Decree, 
For ſuch a Sycophant as he. 
The Hounds enrag'd at his Deceit, 
Impatient all around him wait; 
Th' appointed Signal to fall on, 
And ſend him where his Sires are gone ; 
When Renard makes Attempt to fly, 
But they purſue him in full Cry; 
And give him but a ſhort-liv'd Chace, 
For ſoon their Tecth his Ribs embrace; 
And 
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And to revenge their Liege on him, K 
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They tear his Honour Limb from Limb, 
Thus ended the Uſurper's Sway, 

Who thus became himſelf a Prey. 
When alt with one united Voice, 

Make their Deliverers their Choice 

And now they both conjointly teien, 

And none but Wolves and Apes complain; 

Except a Knave of Renard's Race, 


Slides in by Chance and gets a Place, 


1 
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The KNnicuT and the YEOMAN, 
F it be rightly underſtood, 
] I hold Subordination good, 
Where Juſtice thro' the whole extends, 
Without Regard to private Ends; 


Where no oppreſſive Laws excite 


Knaves to invade their Neighbours Right; 
But where the Great annoy the Leſs, * 
And their Inferiors diſtreſs; 

Where they are ſtudious to enſlave, 

And f their Rights the Poor bereave 

Or, where for Lucre they aſſail, 
And undermine the Public Weal, 
Whether in high or lower Station, 


They have alike my Deteſtation ; 
F Inſtead 
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Inſtead of what they hope to gain, 
They only meet with my Diſdain 
For while I hear their cringing Lies, 
Thoſe Knaves or Coxcombs I deſpiſe. 
'T'was on the Eve of an EleQion, 
Sir Trim began to court Affection; 
Tho' haughty he had always been, 
And ſcarce without a F rown was ſeen; 
Yet now his Honour condeſcends, 
And ſmiling to each Voter bends: 
Your Wrongs, ſays he, ſhall be redreſs'd, 
Nor ſhall you henceforth be oppreſs'd. 

His Gold with ſome has mighty Charms, 
Which all the Juſt and Wile alarms ; 
Good Yap Staples honeſt Fame, 
Thro all the Place had rais d his Name; 
He lov'd his King and Country too, 


But Trim was not to either true, 


l . : With 
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Wich all his Eloquence and Might, 


He would oppoſe this tamp' ring Knight; 


Who notwithſtanding pays his Court, 
And fain would give to gain his Vote 
A thouſand Pounds, nay e' en a Brace, | 
To join his Intereſt in the Caſe, 

But otherwiſe (like other Brutes) 

He'd plague him with vexatious N # 
Yet Staple minds nor Gold nor Threats, 
But go, cries he, and pay your Debts z 
I hate the Country-Selling Tribe, 

And cursd be him who takes a Bribe | 
The only Means we Britons have 

Our dying Liberty to fave 

Is to elect the Truly Brave, 


Thoſe who our In'treſt will embrace, 


And for their Country ſcorn a Place, 
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The Lion, the Paxruss, the Lzor arp, 


the TickR, the Fox, rhe . and 
other 80 | 


\ 1 ES, I have ſaid, and almoſt ſwore, | 
I'd read, but never write no more; 


But what of that? we Poets may 
Revoke at Will whate'er we ſay; 
More Pow'r than Emperors we have, 
Can hang the Good or Guilty fave, 
And as the Tragic-Scene's our own, 


Can raiſe your Pity or your Scorn, 


F 
i 
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Juſt as we pleaſe in Nature's Stile, 
Can force a Tear or make you ſmile; 
vet Virtue's Laws we muſt obey, 
And in our Fiction Truth convey; 
For She's the Goddeſs of Delight, tiers 
And a ſuperlatively bright; 
Where Pomp's aſſum d without ber Aid, 
Contempt will meet the Cavalcade. 


If Happineſs we would purſue, 


Her Luſtre we muſt keep in View, 
Revolving in, throughout the Vear, 
The Circle of her lovely Sphere. 

So comely her fair Features are, 
That nothing can with her compare; 
Vet Knaves againſt her will conſpire, 
And Falſchood dreſs in her Attire ; 
Her Name with faireſt Speech they ule, 
And Her and Juftice both abuſe ; 

| i 
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With treach'rousTonguesſmooth'd o er with Guile, 


They force her in the Deep a-while 3 

Yet ſhe in Virtue's Cauſe will riſe, 

And cloſe with Shame the Villain's Eyes. 
Hemm'd in by Rivers, Rocks and Sea, 

A Foreſt near a Deſart lay; 

Quite inacceſſible it ſtood, 

Except an Entrance thro a Wood ; 

Full fifty Leagues it meaſur'd round, 

And fineſt Paſtures there were found ; 
The Place delightful, and the Soil, 

Repaid the Labourer his Toil; 

With Peace and Plenty it was bleſs d, 

And by no Beaſts of Prey poſſeſs d; 

Here harmleſs Lambs might ſkip and play, 

And only their own Dams obey ; 

But ſoon, alas! the Scene was chang'd, 

And in it haughty Tigers rang'd ; 


713 
For on a ſad and Fatal Day, {567 ie lk 
In Council met the Beaſts of Prey; 
The Panther, Leopard, and the Bear, 
With many more were ſummon'd there; 
The Lion firſt the Matter broke, 
And thus to them his Highneſs ſpoke: _ 
Compaſſion fills our Royal Breaſt, 
Where ſofteſt Pity ſtands conteſt ; 
It trouble us to underſtand, 
That Famine rages thro' the Land; 
And gives us Grief beyond compare, 
That Lambs we but ſo ſeldom ſhare ; 
That Fawns and Kids are grown ſo ſcarce, 
That we their Footſteps cannot trace ; 


That we no trotting Calf can ſpy, 


* * 6 os 


Aggrieves alike my Train and I; 


The Leopard and the Tiger bow'd, 
And all for Truth the Fact allow'd ; 
| * And 
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And here the Lion ſtanding ſtill, 
The Panther ſpoke his Sov'reign's Will; 
Was e'er, ſays he, ſuch Goodneſs ſhewn, 
By any that e er fill'd a Throne; 
Yet fill, cho gentle be your Lord, 
His Larder muſt be fully ſtor'd ; | 
So if you don't, ere clos'd this Day, 
To yonder Foreſt find the Way, 
To ſatisfy * Appetite, 
He muſt have ſome of you to-Night; 
For let whoever want Support, 
Yet Plenty muſt attend the Court; 
But he who ſhall a Paſſage find, 
Ranger in chief ſhall be aſſign'd; 
E'en he who firſt climbs into it, 
Shall next to us in Council fit; 


With which the ſtately Beaſts withdrew, 
The Leopard and the Tiger too. 


The 
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The Wolf ſtood trembling, and the Bear 
Was ſinking almoſt in Deſpair, 
Well knowing that their Want of Food, 
Portended them, alas! no Good; 
But yet, to favour his Deſign, 
He clamber'd up a lofty Pine, | 
To look about, and take ſome Breath, 
And there, at leaſt, protrack his Death; 
From whence, at length, the Paſs he ſpy'd, 
And e'en with Joy had almoſt dy'd ; 
The cunning Fox was lurking there, 
And got in it before the Bear ; 
Who ont to fetch the Lordly Train, 
To trayerſe o'er this fertile Plain. 
Theſe Monſters, practis'd in the Trade, 
A dreadful Slaughter in it made ; 
Unus'd to wrangle or to fight, 
The Natives all deplor'd the Sight; 
No 
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No longer they their Rights enjoy'd, 
Their very hopes were quite deſtroy d; 
And in their Faces did appear, 
Suſpicion, Anguiſh, Dread, and Fear. 

So fiercely did their Foes engage, 
That theirs ſurpaſs'd een Corte Rage. 

But theſe Proceedings Renard knew, 
Throughout the Year would never do; 
So when he had the Matter weigh'd, | 
He to his Liege his Thoughts convey d. 
And form'd a Scheme quite trim and clever, 
For him and for his Heirs for ever ; 
Reſerving for his own a Clauſe, 
That they ſhould plead and judge the Laws; 
In which there was a Prohibition, 
That difannull'd the Bear's Commiſſion ; 
For he had ftreteh'd beyond his Pow'r, 0 
In ſeeing whom he might devour: 
| Others 
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Ochers indeed were more to blame, 
Yet only him the Fox would name z/ ' 5 
For he was artful, ſhrewd, and wiſe,” | 
And not above his Match would riſe ; * | 
Inveighing here he could ſupport, 

But mention'd not the Spoils at Court. 
The Lion pleas'd, he much applauded, 

And Renard with the Seals rewarded ; . 
Ordaining that each Beaſt of Prey, 

Should have but one fat Kid a Day; 

That Firſtlings ever ſhould be free, 

How mean ſoever their Degree; 

That whoſoe'r ſhould break theſe Laws, 
Should die beneath his mighty Paws ; 

That Perjury's obnoxious Breath, 

Should meet with an immediate Death; 

That theſe their Laws ſhould be promulg d, 
And none thro' Favour be indulg'd;' _ 
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And that the Bear ſhould them maintain, 


And keep the Peace throughout the Plain; 


But, to appeaſe bis craving Mind, 

All Forfeits were to him aſſign'd; 
Which would however not ſuffice, 
Or ſatisfy his longing Eyes: 

Tho' many had tranſgreſs'd the Law, 
And paſo d thro' his rapacious Maw ; 
Yet he, forſooth, could not forbear, 
But kill'd a Goat's apparent Heir ; 


The like, twas thought, he'd done before, 


And privately deſtroy'd a Boar; 

But he was bold and vilely arch, 

And with his Bribes got o'er the Search ; 
When fully 'twas his baſe Intent, 

To have proſcrib'd the Innocent; 

To put a Glos upon his Glare, 


And make Fei unde aimalorkis:Care:s: * 
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For he had Witneſſes at Hand, 
And Juries too at his Command; 
Yet Prudence did in Part evade, 
The horrid Snare which he had laid z © © 
Leaving him free to entertain, 
And fave from Death his perjur'd Train. 
But here the Caſe was alter'd quite, 147 31 
Eight Evidences were in Sight ; 
The Goat, the Sow, the Hart, the Ewe, 
The Elk, the Ram, the Hare, the Doe, 
All kept the Murderer in View, 
And ſaw him when the Kid he flew. ' 
Yet notwithſtanding this the Bear 
Suborn'd two Witneſſes to ſwear, 
That they had ſeen them both at play, 
And that the Kid he did not ſlay; 
That they had heard it o'er and o'er 


Protection of his Grace implore ; 


14 
For that its Dam had us'd it ill, 
as never let it have its Fill ; 
And that the Bear had found it true, 
By ſearching of the Matter thro', 
Thus low, when caught, Knaves will deſcend F 
And ſuch-like Nonſenſe oft pretend. 
But when in Court the Cauſe was try'd, 
His Witneſſes were ſet aſide ; 
Unleſs they could in three Days Space, 
Produce the Kid, to clear the Caſe ; 
Or otherwiſe they might depend, 
That ſurely then their Lives ſhould end. 
The Sentence paſs'd, the Crowd buzza'd, 
Which the atrocious Bear diſmay'd ; 
Though impudent enough before, 
He thn began to cry and roar ; 


And madly through the Foreſt run, 
Scorn'd and contemn'd by ev'ry one ; 


Which 
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Which his proud Heart could not endure, 
So he reſolv d to find a Cure; | 
And juſt was leaping in the Flood, 

When Proteus before him ood N 

Urſus, ſaid he, if you are wile, 

My Offer you will not deſpiſe ; 

All Forms alike I can aſſume, ä 


And eaſily reverſe thy Doom; 

That if one kid each Day you'll give, 
On what you pleaſe yourſelf may live; 
For whatſoe'r you kill or ſteal, 

My Art ſhall o'er the Laws prevail. 
The * o'erjoy'd, return'd to Court, 
And there alive produc'd the Goat; 
Or, what to him was all the ſame, 


The falſe Proteus in its Name; 


Wbo there confirm'd, the Evidence, 
The Bear had brought in his Defence ; 


Inveigh- 
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f Inveighing much againſt its Dam, De 
And that her Grief was all a Sham; 

That they were Wretches all forſworn, 

To whom no Mercy ſhould be ſhewn. 

Aſtoniſh'd ſtood the ſpeechleſs Throng, 
Amazement having barr'd each Tongue 
The Dread and Wonder that appear'd, 
Ragicting fully what they fear'd ; 

They al with Tears prepar'd to die, 
Proteſting *twas a dev'liſh Lie. 

The Fox was ſtagger'd, yet he ſaid, | 
The Laws muſt ever be obey'd ; 
Leaving the Bear to execute, 
What he perform'd like any Brute. 

Yet as the Kid had ever been, 
Reſpected for its goodly Mein ; 
And as they all well knew the Bear, 
They thought ſome Devil had been there; 

80 
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So fifteen hundred Horſe agreed, 


To watch next Time he'came to feed ; - 


When on an Heifer's Heir he ſprung, 
And ſoon depriv'd her of her Young 
But as the Horſe all ſped that way, 
The Bear eſcap'd without his Prey ; 
Yet they purſu'd him to his Grot, | 
And brought him forth to take his Lot. 

When he in Court again was try d, 
He wholly on his Friend rely'd; 
And, as before, Proteus came, 
But here his Art was brought to Shame ; 
For they produc'd the murder'd Calf, 
And pleaded in its Dam's Behalf ; 
Declaring that they might depend, 
They ever would the Truth defend ; 
That in each ſad important Hour, 
They'd alk combine, and ſhew their Pow'r; 

8 G Which 
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Which faid, a ſprightly Horſe arofe, 
And took old Urſus by the Noſe ; 
Declaring thrice his Guilt aloud, 
And led him thro' the hiſſing Croud ; 
Scarce giving Time for his Ablution, 
| But bore him to his Execution, 


Thus Knaves may proſper for a Time, 


And boldly ſtep from Crime to Crime ; 
Yet in the End they'll ſurely find, 

That they their Joys muſt leave behind ; ? 
And when they come to pay their Score, 


That they, alas! ſhall ſmile no more. 
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ADVICE r 


A SONG. 


I. 


3 dear Polly, I told you a- while, 
For once I wou'd write in poetical Stile, 


In poetical Stile to teach you the Way, 


To make our Lives eaſy by Night and by Day. 
II. 
Grave Tully and Pliny have aptly expreſs'd, 


What they to their Paramours often addreſs'd ; 


Let me then to Polly my Thoughts now unfold, 


Extracted from Lovers and Sages of old. 


G 2 III. If 
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| III. 
If Eaſe be a Pleaſure, if Pleaſure be Peace, 
We may our own Eaſe and our Pleaſures increaſe; 
Firſt fathom thy Love then, and ſearch into mine, 
And if they are equal, then let us conjoin. 
IV. 
If one be uneaſy, let t'other contrive 
To drive away Chagrin, and keep Love alive ; 
Conſtrain not each other, for Liberty's free, 
And if I love a Glaſs, you know there is Tea. f 
V. 
But let not Exceſs, tho! in either appear, 
For ſtlains a Moment may tinge the whole 
ear; 


Then more than ſufficient is certainly wrong, 


And ſave this Precaution , a Fig for my Song. 
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The Poor Old Cucxory's Advice. 
A SONG. 
I, 
| s 7 my Neighbours and Friends, and all 
who can read, 
T'll write my fad Story and not be afraid; 
Twas in the Decline of a troubleſome Ltte, 
That to ſooth all my Cares I took a young Wife. 
1 
In her Beauty and Wit J ſaw very plain, 
She'd Charms for Enjoyment with any young Swain; 
But oh! Why filly Fool? Why cou'd I not ſee? 


Thoſe Charms and Enjoyments were not meant 
[ for me. 


III. | 
Had I but look'd backward, and ſeen my grey Hair, 
I neꝰer had expected much leſs from the Fair; 
Or had I re- counted my Threeſcore and Ten, 
I had been as wiſe ſure, as other old Men. 


03:3 But 
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1 
But now 'tis a Folly my Folly to mourn, 
Since my Heir is my Heir, tho' none of my own ; 
Then I'll be contented, and give my Advice, 
In Points ſo enſnaring, perplexing, and nice. 
. 
If Age ſhou'd o' ertake you, for Time wears away, 
Leave Trifles and Toys to the Voung and the Gay; 
Nor heed not the Beauties that point at Nineteen, 
Since - ne'er can return to what you have been, 
VI. 
But ſoften your Anguiſh with Prayers and with Tears, 


Much fitter for Sinners advanc'd far in Years; 


For eyer a mending whate'er you did wrong, 


And when you are merry let this be your Song. 
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The CHARMS of my CHARM RER. 


A SONG. 
I, 
HE Charms of my Charmer ſo charming 
appear, 
That to paint her in Verſe, How can I 
forbear ? 


Her White and her Red, and her Symmetry too, 
Exceed all Aþelles or Titian cer drew. 
II. 
Her Language is eaſy, each Sentence correct, 
And yet not affected, nor Rain'd with Neglect; 
Her Temper's as even, as even can be, 
And her Words with her Thoughts for ever agree, 
III. 
Her Wit and her Geſtures are pleaſant and gay, 
Tho' her Thoughts more ſublime ne'er wander 
aſtray ; 
The Miſer ſhe rallies, and banters the Rude, 
And laughs at the Coquet and ſmiles at the Prude. 


G 4. IV. De- 
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IV. 
Detraction e' er meets with a Boom in her Breaſt, 
Nor will the Misfortunes turn into a Jeſt 
But always with Candour and Truth ſhe replies, 
That Objects are colour'd thro' Motes in our Eyes. 

V. 

From the Fop ſhe retires, nor heeds not the "ED 
Except in his Manners, he's really not ſo; 


For the Clown ſhe can bear much pleaſanter far, 


Than the half-witted Fool, tho' garb'd witha Star, 


WIS DOM 
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Wis Dom Triumphant; or FOLLY 


Conquered. 


A SONG. 


I. 


H Folly ! how oft haſt thou blinded my 
Eyes ? 


But now I can ſee thee, I'll learn to be wiſe; 
No more ſhall thy Features my Boſom diſgrace, 
But Pallas, bright Pallas, I'Il take in thy Place. 


II. 


That Place in my Breaſt, where ſo long thou haſt 
been, | 


WithCamphire and Roſes1T'lIcleanſe for my Queen; 
Her Charms are ſo ſweet, and ſo baneful are thine, 


I'll leave thee for ever, and ſhe ſhall be mine. 


III. 
With thee, oh, the Time I have fooliſhly ſpent, 


Had gain'd with that Goddeſs, ReputeandContent; 
And 


1 
And now when T think of my Days that are paſt, 
My Joy is, that Folly, I've conquer'd at laſt. | 
Iv. 

Nor ſhall ſhe &er more o'er my Senſes prevail, 
Since now I can ſee the ſharp Sting in her Tail; 
For Pallas, bright Pallas, has open'd mine Eyes, 
And in Spite of her Lures, henceforth PI! be wiſe. 
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The Fair LU CRE E CE. 


To HENRIETTA. 


O U little Gypſy of the Nile, 


What! write in Tragi-comic Stile; 
A diſmal Comedy ! Good Jove, 

Bout Cuckoldom or tender Love; 

Why ſure —ſuch Madneſs ne'er was known, 
In any Brain except your own ; 

But you have ſuch bewitching Ways, 


That I muſt write whate'er you pleaſe, 
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What was her Name? the fair Lucreece, 
Born in Achaia in Greete ; 
A wanton Baggage ſure enough, 
And made of moſt enchanting Stuff ; 
And marry'd to a ſober Greek, 


Who thought her pious, chaſte, and meek, 
But twas for want of knowing better, 
Or how to read her Face's Letter; 


More difficult than the Chineſe, 


Or Lawyers Talk without their Fees ; 

For ſhe had learnt the Way to gambol, 

And often with her Spark wou'd ramble, 
Now I'd invoke the lovely Nine, 


om — 
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To animate each flowing Line; 


But they are like the fair Lucreece, 


And call her wantonly their Neice; 


So can't expect they'd help me out, 


Except 'twere with a Drubbing-bout. 


Yet 
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Yet I'll go on and never mind, 


Whatever Faults the Muſes find; 
Are they? good lack! ſuch Emprefles, 
That nothing's good, but his or his, | 
Who waits upon thoſe Proud-Tail Chits, 
And ſerves them in their longing Fits! 
No, to be ſure! ſo they may think, 
But I'd beſpatter them with Ink; 
Ere I wou'd bew, or ſcrape, or bend, 
'Cauſe they my Verſes ſhou'd commend, 
But to my Tale, the fair Tainan 
The prety'ſt Wife of ancient Greece; 
Her Story I will iflue forth, 
And give it fairly upon Oath, 

Her Huſband was a loving Spouſe, 
And kept his Horſes, Sheep, and Cows; 
But while he went to feed his Kine, 


To pen his Flocks, or ſerve his Swine ; 
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She with her Culls wou'd go abroad, 
And cuckold her good-natur'd Lord ; 
But he, poor Man, wou'd never mind, 
If any told him, he was blind, 


"Twas Calumny he'd always ſay, 


And huff the Slanderer away. 

But now the Jade, by Dzmons led, 
Takes home her Lovers to her Bed; 
Thro' ſecret Doors ſhe brings them in, 
And lets them out that way ag'in ; 

And thus ſhe traffick'd unperceiv'd, 
Till Betty thought the Curtains heav'd ; 
When to the Key-hole put her Eye, 


And ſaw them at it Hip and Thigh; 
Twas pretty Sport the Maiden thought, 
And rais'd in her, I know not what; 
Yet out of Love, or may be Spite, 
She told her Maſter on't at Night ; | 
Who 
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Who ſtill believ'd it was a Lye, 
Yet told her, he wou'd be hard by ; 
And when ſhe ſaw the Sight ag'in, 
He bid her come and call him in. 
The next Day Betty watch'd the Time, 
And heard again the Curtains chime 
When to her Maſter ftrait ſhe flew, 
And told him all the Baggage knew; 
With ſpeed he comes, the Key-hole plies, 
And ſees a ſomething with his Eyes 
By all the Gods, fays he, tis ſo, 
Run, fetch my Arrows and my Bow ; 
I'll make the Villain's Liver ſmart, 
And pierce him with a poiſon'd Dart; 
But ſoft and ſtill—firſt let me try, 
If thro', yon Chink, I may let fly; 
So, gently up a Chair he gets, 
Where he his Bow and Arrow fits; 

H 
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When thro' the Crevice he lets go, 
And pierces with his Dart his Foe; 
Which makes Lucreece begin to roar, 
And barricade her Chamber Door ; 
Thieves! Thieves! inceſſantly ſhe cries, 
And ſhews Diſtraction in her Eyes; 
Oh, they have ſhot her Huſband's God, 
While ſhe the Paths of Virtue trod; 
While ſhe was at Devotion laid, 
And for her Huſband's Welfare pray'd, 
While he invok'd it on her Arm, 
To fave her deareſt Dear from Harm. 
Now Thunder- ſtruck her Huſband ſtands, 
And beats his Breaſt and wrings his Hands. 
Then calls poor Betty Whore and Jade, 
For ſhe had all this Miſchief made. 

And now Lucreece can ſcarce forbear 


To laugh outright, while they are there ; 


For 
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For ſhe o'erheard what Betty ſaid, 
So took the wooden God to Bed; 
And let her Lover ſlip away, 


That he might come another Day. 
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The GAMESTRESS. 


To LAURA. 


F E, Laura, fie! I thought your Wit 


Had wanted none to manage it. 
From Five to Five, at dear Quadrille, 
And then to ſtir, you have no Will; 


Believe me, tis a wretched Thing, 


And will Diſgrace upon you bring; 


Your Reputation is at Stake, 


For cv'ry Gameſter is a Rake; 


At 
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At leaſt the Town will have it ſo, 
Whether in Truth you're one or no. 

Attention grant to what I ſay, 
And then purſue your own dear Way; 
A few Examples I wou'd give, 
And teach fair Laura how to live; 
But that her own good Senſe wou'd ſhow, 
Wou'd ſhe the gaming Trade forego, 


Miranda lovely, gay, and fair, 
To Virtue bred by Mamma's Care ; 
Seem'd worthy of ſo good a Guide, 
And all her Fears and Joys divide 
Her 3 Behaviour gains her Friends, 
Each Viſitor the Fair commends; 
She's always eaſy in her Place, 


And adds to Beauty charming Grace; 
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Her Wit is never out of Tune, 


Neither too late, nor yet too ſoon ; 


Muſic and Books her Days Delight, 


And Cards and Company at Night ; 
Thus ſhe her Round of Pleaſure ſpends, 
Among her Neighbours and her Friends. 


But now to Maſques and Balls ſhe goes, 


Without great Care the worſt of Foes. 


Where Captain Carbineer delights her, 


And to a Game at Cards invites her; 
And loſes with her fifty Crowns, 
Which all her Senſe in Gaming drowns ; 
But if great Pleaſure be in Gain, 

The loſing of it muſt be Pain; 

Which ſoon is poor Miranda's Caſe, 
For now ſhe loſes her's a- pace; 

Not winning ſcarce one Game in Five, 


And that to keep her Taſte alive; 


Till 
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Till her laſt Guinea comes to Stake, 


Which makes her Heart begin to ake; 

That loſt, with feeble Voice ſhe ſays, 

I'm broke, and down the Money lays; 

Dropping a Sigh, if not a Tear, 

Says to herſelf, Why came I here ? 
The Captain ſees her Diſcontent, 

Madam, ſays he, tis only lent; 

Here, take an hundred, never mind, 

Your Luck will turn again, you'll find; 

But yet takes care to have her Note, 

And gives her ſhort of Tale to boot; 

The Lady's Spirits now revive, 

And future Hopes keep her alive ; 

If ſhe can get her own again, 

She'll never more be thus drawn in; 

But as before her Fortune's ſad, 


And poor Miranda's almoſt mad; 


H 4 Another 
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Another hundred he lays down, 


And wins it from her ev'ry Crown; 
And thus repeats it o'er and o'er, 
Till 'tis a thouſand Pounds or more; 


When poor Miranda burſts in Tears, 


And Boks aloud her trembling Fears, 
Oh, this is ſuch a fad Diſgrace, 
J dare not fee my Mamma's Face; 
Beſides, 'twill ruin her to pay 
What I have loſt this diſmal Day 1 
For Heaven's Sake! dear Mis, ſays he, 
I wou'd not your Afflictor be; 
Here take the Money that I won, 
| | And think the reſt is all your own ; 
| | For I had rather loſe my Blood, 
Than ſce thoſe Eyes in ſuch a Flood; 
So wipes away Miranda's Tears, 


And ſmiling diſſipates her Fears. 


Now 


1 
Now Gratitude her Boſom warms, 
And Kiſſes ſoft the fair Diſarms; 
Melting himſelf her Soul he fires, 


And gains at length his own Deſires; 

For * Sedley's Art the Captain knows, 
And fr to the Banquet goes, 

Where I ſhall leave them for a Time, 
And then reſume again my Rhime : 

The Morn returns as heretofore, 

But poor Miranda's gay no more; 

For now awakes her piercin 8 Senſe, 

And turns againſt her Evidence; 

And Sobs, and Sighs, and Tears ſucceed, 
Enough to make one's Heartſtrings bleed; 


What 
* Sedley has that prevailing gum Art, 
That can with a refiſtleſs Pow'r impart, 
The looſeſt Wiſhes to the chaſteſt Heart; 


Raiſe ſuch a Conflict, kindle ſuch a Fire, 

Betwixt declining-Virtue and Deſire; 

Till the poor vanquiſh'd Maid diſſolves away, 

In Dreams all Night, in Sighs and Tears all Day. 
ROCHESTER. 
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What am I now ? She trembling cries, 
Am I, then, fell a Sacrifice ? 
Oh, curſt deluſive Cards have done 
What Maſquerades and Balls begun, 

The News ſoon breaks her Mamma's Heart, 
And on her's too recoils the Dart ; 
Both in one Day their Breaths reſign, 
And in one Grave their Heads recline. 

This Laura might methinks reclaim, 
And make her loath the Gameſter's Name; 
But ſure the next will touch her 0 
She'll never more a Gaming go. 

Amantha was a loving Wife, 
And liv'd a virtuous ſober Life, 
Till Lady Revel came to ſee 
Her pretty Houſe and Progeny ; 
Two lovely Girls, one ſprightly Boy, 
Their Mamma's Happineſs and Joy ; 

Ott 
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Oft have I heard enchanting Notes 
Warble thro' their tender Throats ; 
And ſeen with Tears their Father ſmile, 
Holding Amantha's Hand the while; 
What Joy can equal mine? fays he, 
Bleſt with my little ones and thee. 

But Lady Revel, by Degrees, 
Deſtroys his Bind and Eaſe; 
For Piquet now Amantha learns, 
And * the Game ſhe underſtands; 
And while for Pence a- piece they play, 
She always bears the Purſe away; 
Which draws her in for larger Bets, 
But none of theſe Amantha gets ; 
Now Luck is blam'd, the Cards run croſs, 
But ſure next Time will gain her Loſs ; 
Such Hands ſhe never held before, 


And likely never may no more; 


A double 
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A double Game the next ſhe'll play, 
And get her Loſs again that Way; 
But ſhe's deceiv'd, the Lady knows 
How far the Gameſter's Judgment goes ; 


Nor can Luck beat the Trickſter's Hand, 


When any Card he may command ; 


Thus poor Amantba is drawn in, 
Sure Prelude to another Sin ; 21 
For bitter Games come on a-pace, 
And bring her Pocket to Diſgrace ; 
But Lady Revel's ſo polite, , 
She'll lend 1 any thing To- night ; 
To any thing ſhe will agree, 
Rather than loſe her Company ; 

So down to Cards again hes fit, 
But poor Amentha loſes yet ; 

In vain ſhe * to win a Game, 


Juſt as before, her Luck's the ſame: 
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Her Loſs is now five hundred Pounds, 
And ſighing ſhe the Money owns; 
Then takes her Leave with trembling Voice, 
Leaving the Lady to rejoice. 
But forrowful's each Step ſhe treads, 
1 OP after Tear Amantha ſheds, 
While on the Way her Silence breaks, 
And to herſelf her Anguiſh ſpeaks ; 
Oh, woe is me! What have I done 
Into Perdition I have run 
Quite paſt Redemption ! Oh my Fears, 4 | 
Then guſhes forth a Flood of Tears; 
What will my deareſt Huſband fay ? 
Beſides, the Debt he cannot pay 
'Twill ruin him, what ſhall I do, 
Likewiſe my little Infants too ! 
Oh, had they ever been my Care, 
I had not now been in this Snare ! 


And 
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And thus lamenting Home ſhe went, 
With aking Heart and Diſcontent ; 
Where I ſhall leave her for a while, 
To ſhew the Lady Reve/'s Guile. 

Lord Albert was a gallant Peer, 
And oft had in Amantba's Ear, 
Whiſper'd his Flame and tender Love, 
But nothing cou'd her Virtue move ; 


His Gold and Jewels had no Charms, 


To draw her from her Huſband's Arms. 


So Lady Revel took in Hand, 
To bring her to this Lord's Command ; 
If ſhe cou'd draw her in to play, 
- Whate'er ſhe won, he was to pay; 
Twas this engaged my Lady Revel, 
To ſeem fo very kind and civil. 
Now what remains for me to tell, 


Is how and where the Victim fell ; 


Politeneſs 
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Politeneſs being worn away, 
Amantha's dunn'd from Day to Day; 
But anſw'ring not her Notes of Hand, 
(Except with Tears) receives C nd; 
To make Appearance at her Seat, 
And on the Lady Revel wait; 
Or ſhe'll forthwith, without Delay, 
Make what ſhe loſt her Huſband pay. 

So poor Amantha trembling goes, 
And all her Plate and Jewels ſhews ; 
But they'll not do, the Money down, 
For ſhe will have it ev'ry Crown ; 
When comes Lord Albert in by Chance, 
Who ſays the Money he'd advance; 
If ſhe, fair Creature, wou'd be kind, 
And bear his Image in her Mind; 
Tormented now with dreadful Fear, 
She's half conſenting to the Peer; 


Then 


| 
| 
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Then 'gainſt herſelf begins to rail, 


Yet—can ſhe ſee him in a Jail ; 


Oh! that dear Man ! what ſhall ſhe do, 

A Wretch if falſe, and worſe if true; 

Then Tears enſu'd—yet he prevail'd, 

E'en while herſelf the Fair bewail'd. 

But now the Huſband I muſt ſhow, 

And ſpeak his Vengeance and his Woe. 
The Lady's Note is by him found, 

Which gives him a moſt piercing Wound; 

Her Jewels miſs'd with other Things, 

Upon the Man Diſtraction brings; 

His Plate and Money too is gone, 

Not left a Doit to look upon 

Beſides a Servant tells him more, 

That his dear Wife is Albert's Whore, 
Is thus, ſays he, my Love rewarded, 

And am I baſely diſregarded. 
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Oh Poiſon! Daggers! Death and Hell! 

No Language can my Anguiſh tell; 

Then takes a Piſtol and a Sword, 

And nothing now, but Blood's the Word, 
With Speed he ſeeks his Enemy, 


And firſt upon my Lord lets fly; 
But miſting him, Amantha bleeds, 
Yet {till on Death his Vengeance feeds, 
Ruſhing his Sword quite thro” and thro', 
Receives my Lord's in his Loins too, 
Now all extending on the Floor, 
Their Raſhneſs or their Vice deplore ; 
Amantha cou'd with Eaſe depart, 
Cou'd he forgive her contrite Heart; 
Her Huſband too cou'd love her till, 
If ſhe was 3 againſt her Will; 
And Albert cou'd with Pleaſure go, 
Cou'd he but heal their diſmal Woe ; 


I For 
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For he was Author of the Whole, 
And prays Forgiveneſs from his Soul ; 
Forgiveneſs then, each other gives, 
And Albert now no longer lives; 


Amantha next, her Huſband lies, 


And in his Arms before him dies ; 

Then guſhes forth with Tears his Breath, 
And thus all Three were cloath'd in Death. 
This, Laura, is a Tale moſt true, | 

For poor Amantha well I knew ; 

The Story here I do record, 

And give it fairly Word for Word ; 

That * from it may Warning take, 
And never more appear a Rake; 

Nor mind the wretched Works of Hoyle, 


But leave to Fools his guilty Toil. 
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To HENRIETTA. 
AS ever ſuch a giddy Thing, 


What, couple Autumn with the Spring? 
Turn Thief at laſt, and ſteal. from Pope, 

And loſe my Happineſs in Hope; 

Suppoſe he filch'd from ſprightly Gay, 

And robb'd all Authors in his Way; 

Muſt I turn Plagiary too? 

No, no, I've other things in view; 
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Dame Nature's generous and free, 
And has large Stores for Poetry; 
Her Garden's always full enough, 
Find but the Rhime, and ſhe'll find Stuff; 


For ev'ry Field is free to thoſe, 


Whoſe Skill the Art of Gleaning knows. 


Twas near a Hill, juſt by a Dale, 


Between the Chiltern and the Vale; 


Where Meadows, Woods, and Lawns abound, 
| And ſalutary Walks are found, 

| Between a Garden and a Grove, 

In ſecret arch'd with Trees above, 

Where Brutus made to Sappho Love. 

Brutus, a Lord of lovely Mein, 


Had Charms to captivate a Queen; 
Such Melody upon his Tongue, 
Enough to make Minerva young; 


And 
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And throw away her Wiſdom's Shield, 
And to his fond Embraces yield. 

Now come, ye Muſes, come, ye Nine, 
And deck my Verſe with Flowers fine 
What I have faid I will retract, 

And by your very Motions act; 
Implicitly I will obey, 

Whate'er my Virgin Teachers fay 

Let me but taſte the Sweets of Bliſs, 
And purge my Longings with a Kiſs; 
My honeſt Heart I'll bid adieu, 

And conſecrate myſelf to you ; 

Then pardon me what I have faid, 

For well you know where I was bred ; 
The flatt'ring Vice was ſcarcely known, 
For it was far beneath a Throne ; 
Where ſimple Swains in Friendſhip wrought, 
And praQtis'd what mere Virtue taught, 


4 But 
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But now I find the Way to riſe, 


Is to adorn my Verſe with Lies; 


And always praiſe whate'er you fancy, 


And ſwear no Nymph ſo bright as Nancy; 
Altho' Erh'opia her Birth, 
The faireſt Fair is ſhe on Earth. 

Thus whomſog'er you mean to raile, 
Shall ſurely have your Poet's Praiſe ; 
And ſo with Mortals here below, 
Il ſcrape and cringe, and fawn and bow, 
With High-Church Leaders rave and rant, 
With Low-Church Preachers pray and cant ; 
And thus alone by Adulation, 
Arrive at Dignity and Station. 

So, now I hope you will forgive, 
And in your Graces Jet me live ; 


And I will call you the Divine 


Harmonious Enchanting Nine, 


But, 
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But, Sappho, now methinks 'tis Time, 
To draw thy Picture into Rhime, 
And join it with the Lords above, 
Who left thee Maidleſs by the Grove. 
Sappho, the Fair, the Gay, the Young, 


Temptation on her Trefles hung ; 


Each ruddy Swain cou'd wiſh to reſt, 


On her ſoft Cheek and tender Breaſt ; 
To reſt} I mean to ſkip and play, 
And dance their very Souls away ; 
But ſhe was proud, and ſcorn'd to be 
For ſuch mean Wretches Company ; 
No leſs than Lords ſhou'd pull her down, 
Or rumple her brocaded Gown. 
Yet by the Way ſhe had a Spark, 
Who us'd to kiſs her in the Dark; 
The Woods, the Gardens, and the Grove, 


Cou'd witne6 oft her unchaſte Love. 
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The ſtately Viſta, her Parade f 
E'en ſhudder'd at the Snare ſhe laid. 

My Lord he comes to take the Air, 
And finds fair Lady Sappho there; 


Her beauteous Form the Peer ſurveys, 
And wantons in the fair One's Praile ; 
Swearing by Jove! her Air and Mein, 
Exceed bright Venus, Love's fair Queen; 
Then takes her Hand, and ſteals a Kils, 
And importunes a ſweeter Bliſs ; 

Preſſing her Lips with ardent Love, 


Her Knees won't bear the Weight above; 


So down ſhe falls, a-down, a-down, 


And Brutus gives her a green Gown. 


But now the Jilt e'en Murder calls, 
And echo Murder! Murder bawls ; 
Their Cry the Village round alarms, 
Till the whole Pariſh i in Arms ; 
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My Lord ſurpriz d to ſee her thus, 
Begins to rave, and ſwear, and curſe; 
Then holds her Mouth, but that won't do, 
And then he ſwears he'll run her thro? ; 
So takes his Sword, but ſtill in vain, 
She holds his Arm and faves her Pain. 
A Rape! a Rape! a Rape! ſhe cries, 
And to them all the Pariſh flies ; 
Who, to a Man, ſwear they'll ſtand by her, 
The Lawyer, Parſon, and the Squire. 
The Nymphs ſtand titt'ring all around, 
And ſerve to make my Lord a Pound, 
His Poſture, with his Sword in Hand, 
Makes ſome ſo laugh they cannot ſtand. 
Oh ſtrange ! oh ſtrange! the Parſon ſays, 
And for my Lord's Amendment prays. 
Five thouſand Pounds Latitat cries, 


My Lord ſhall pay, or Brutus dies ; 
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(For this fine Lawyer was the Swain 


Fair Sappho us'd to entertain) 


The Eſquire too will have it down, 


Nor will he bate him Half a Crown. 
Then damn her, take it, let me go, 
I'll never more be bubbled ſo; 
The Charms of her who is my Wife, 
| Henceforth attract me all my Life; 
So home he went, and Sappho gave 
Full half to ſatisfy the Knave ; 
But Brutus liv'd himſelf to ſee, 


The Lawyer hang'd as well as ſhe. 
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The Deluſive Cogue. 


To TIME LIA. 
Ni Y, Timeha, don't deny it, 


And ſaw you drink the Poiſon down, 


So don't with Lyes the Guilt diſown; 
For I have 5 an Heart of Steel, 

But do Compaſſion ſor you feel; 

If 'tis to raiſe your drooping Senſe, 


It will not anſwer the Expence ; 


I heard you bid Lætitia buy it; 


For 
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For it contaminates the Mind, 
And leaves a deadly Sting behind: 
Nor can you of thoſe Wiles beware, 
That Villains lay to catch the Fair, 
While thus your Senſes you impair. 
Nor is it yet a Thing ſo light, 
To plunge into eternal Night ; 
And yet the ready Way you run, 
To be eternally undone, 


If any thing diſturbs your Mind, 


Pray the Supreme to be more kind ; 
Indulgent Heaven ſure will prove 

A better Friend than what you love ; 
Then pray a little Patience take, 

And hear me for your own dear Sake ; 
I'll tell you nothing but the Truth, 
What I have often ſeen in Youth. 
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Beauty and Wit Arpaſia had, 


Which made her Mamma's Heart full glad; 


Her Temper was exceeding ſweet, 


And in her Manners quite compleat ; 


But Blouzabeza after Tea, 

Learnt her the Uſe of Ratafie ; 

A Cordial ſure can't be amils, 

So pleaſant and fo ſweet as this; 
Yet by too bold and frequent Uſe, 
A Poiſon's made of that rich Juice, 
Hyſterick next is to repair, 

The Injury that's done the Fair ; 
But like the other, that draws on 
Plague-Water, or ſome Cinnamon ; 
'Till by Degrees her Taſte is come, 
To reliſh Brandy, Gin, or Rum. 


Thus was the bright Arpaſia made, 


A Miſtreſs of the Drinking Trade. 


Horatio 
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Horatio long had ſtrove before, 

To make her —in plain Terms, a Whore ; 
But all his Snares were laid in Vain, 
Nothing he caught but her Diſdain. 

But now the Fair again he tries, 
Watching each Motion of her Eyes, 

And Citron-Water gains the Prize ; 

Nor is it ſtrange it ſhou'd be ſo, 


When ſhe herſelf cou'd hardly know ; 


For Virtue flies away with Senſe, 


And leaves the ſtupid Ignorance ; 

But Sleep, an Enemy to none, 

Recals the lovely Pair that's gone ; 

They come, and round her Curtain's hang, 
And echo forth each diſmal Pang ; 

What ſhe has done aloud they ſpeak, 

And all her Thoughts in Shatters break ; 


Then 
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Then fly away, and leave behind, 
The Cancer of a troubled Mind; 
For raving now in Fits ſhe lies, 
And in the greateſt Terror dies, 

Sure had Timelia heard her groan, 
She ne'er wou'd make the Guilt her own; 
But loathe the ſad pernicious Cogue, 
That's now become the common Vogue. 

Yet one more Story I will tell, 
How poor Melliſſa drinking fell. 
Of Senſe I know ſhe had good Share, 
And was beſides exceeding fair; 
A Fortune too at her Command, 
One half in Gold, and one in Land; 
A thouſand Crowns a Year ſhe had, 
And kept her Chaiſe, and eke her Pad; 
A Footman to attend her Pace, 


And wait on her from Place to Place. 


The 
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rie worthy Knight in all the Shire, 
| Had fix'd his Hope, and ſettled here; 


But the, alas! had learnt to drink, 


To ſwallow, and forget to think, 


| © The Night before the Marriage - Day, 


Her Footman, ſome how, found the Way, 
To get into her Bed with her, 
When ſhe had loſt the Means to ſtir; 
The Means to guard 'gaipſt lawleſs ben 
To make Reſiſtance, or to move; 

 Wrapt in deceitful Blils he lies, 
'Till Morn awakes the Victim's Eyes ; 

When lo, the Knight raps at her Door, 

And finds his Dear, his Dear, no more, 


wh 
: 
[ 
| 
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But dwindled to a Footman's Whore. 
Pale with Surprize, amaz d he ſtands, 
With liſted Eyes, and trembling Hands ; 


Of 
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Of Wonder too, ſhe has her Share, 
And cries, and raves, and tears her Hair ; 
Which but the more the Knight diſtracts, 
For like a Madman now he acts, 
Running his Sword quite thro' the Heart 
of him, who made his Vitals ſmart; . 
Who dying, does himſelf ds 
Crying Mellif/a's innocent! 
*Tis I alone deſerve the Blow, 
Alas! alas! where ſhall I go; 
My Eyes are tortur'd in a Blaze, 
And hideous Monſters at me gaze ; 
Volcano's gape to take me in, 
For this abominable Sin ; 
Oh hold me! hold me! then he cries, 5 
And in deſpairing Horror dies; | 
The Knight unable to explain 
The Riddle that his Words contain, 
K 


Turns 


[ 130 
Turns round to aſk Melliſſa how, 
She thus cou'd break her ſacred Vow ? 
When lo! a Form as pale as Death, 
Awaiting to reſign her Breath ; 


The poor Melliſſa doth appear, 


With Signs of Torment, Shame, and Fear ; 


For ſhe had prick'd a vital Vein, 


Which to her Heart convey'd it's Pain ; 

But ere ſhe did her Breath reſign, | LA 
She to the Knight confeſs'd her Crime, 

And begg'd he wou'd conceal in Part, 

That which moſt aggriev'd her Heart ; 

Nor let her dear Relations know, 

The Depth of her moſt piercing Woe ; 

But ſcreen, if poſſible, her Death, 

And then reſign'd her lateſt Breath. 

To this, Timelia, lend an Ear, 


And diſſipate your Mamma's Fear; 


From 


[ 13711 


From hence refrain to tipple down, 


The Venom that deſtroys the Town; 
For Sons and Daughters all partake, 
Diſeaſes which their Parents make. 

Let then Arpaſia's Story be, 
A laſting Monument to thee; 
And poor Melliſſa's diſmal Fate, 
Make what ſhe lov'd your greateſt Hate. 
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| OU little Jade, don't teaze me ſo, 
: T Beſides, I cannot pleaſe, you know ; 
If I a tragic Tale rehearſe, 
You ſeem to ſhudder at my Verſe ; 
If I a comic Story tell, 
There's ſomething in it is not well ; 
Yet I muſt write, faith, if I muſt, 
I'll mix thi latter with the firſt ; 


A merry 
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A merry Tragedy Pl write, 
Of a doting amorous Wight ; 
One Dobſon ſomewhere of the Vale, 

A rich old Miſer, claims my Tale ; 

A Farmer, who had Children Four, 
And was himſelf, at leaſt Threeſcore ; 
When each had made him Gran-dada, 
And twenty call'd him Gran-papa ; 
Young buxom Betty rais'd his Flame, 


And play'd her Part at Cupid's Game. 


Now, Harace, let me ſteal a Line, 
And ſpeak in Poetry divine; 
Let me deſcribe the courting Pair, 
The greaſy Loon, and lovely Fair, 
But now, I think, *twill do as well, 


If mortal Lays their Amours tell ; 
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For ſure the future Age will be, 
From Vice and gauling Satire free; 
When half dear Horace will be dead, 
And only Odes in Schools be read. 

So I'll go on in homely Dreſs, 
And ſpeak the Charms of downy Beſs ; 
For ſoft as Down her Bubbies were, 
Her Skin as white as Dob/on's Hair; 
A Beauty, Faith, from Top to Toe, 
With Eyes as black as any Sloe ; 
Beſides, ſhe had a tuneful Tongue, 
And moſt enchanting Notes ſhe ſung, 
Enough to raiſe a Flame divine, 
In Cloddypole at Ninety-nine ; 
Then wonder not at Dobſon's Fire, 


Tho! Twenty-four had called him Sire; 


His Youth, methinks, might him protect, 


And fave the Lady from Neglect; 
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But Things ſometimes fall ſtrangely out, 
And Changes often turn about. 
The Marriage-Day was ſcarcely paſt, 
But heavy Clouds his Eyes o'ercaſt ; 
When Captain Prime quite ſapp'd the Town, 
And foully call'd the Fair his own ; 
Yet, this he bore, for fear of worſe, 
His Neigbours and his Childrens Curſe; 
But Prime diſlik' d a Country Life, 
So went away with Dobſon's Wife; 
Who firſt took Care, as People fay, 
To bear his Golden Gods away ; 
With Bills, and Notes, and all his Plate, 
Enough to buy a good Eſtate ; 
While he went early in the Morn, 
One Market-Day to ſell his Corn. 
When he came home he found his Neſt, 
His duſty Bags, and Iron Cheſt ; 
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But all his Vellow- Boys were fled, 
With the dear Partner of his Bed; 
Which made him rave, and ſtorm, and roar, 
And call out Murder, Thief, and Whore 
But ere his Servants cou'd come in, 
He had committed one more Sin ; 
An Halter round his Neck he'd ty'd, 


And gave a Swing, and in it dy'd. 
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O you, fair Cleo, I commend, 


This Mirrour as a faithful Friend ; 


To you, theſe Lines, I dedicate, 
As careleſs of your Love as Hate; 
Yet I cou'd wiſh to ſee yau bleſt, 
And not thus made the Poet's Jeſt; 
Nor will I yet deny to you, 


What is in Juſtice your own Due ; 
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For Beau ty, Wit, and genteel Air, 
Few can indeed with you compare; 
But that has prov'd your greateſt Curſe, 
And 'ſtead of mending, made you worſe ; 
Therefore I will my Thoughts impart, 


And make your Pride or Conſcience ſmart ; 


Smart to the Height of your Conceit, 
High as the Heart you ſtole e'er beat; 
III ſcan your Life from juſt Thirteen, 
And ſhew your forward Airs and Mein ; 
Your Tricks in your Deſpight I'II tell, 
And on the Frauds of Cleo dwell. 
Full thirteen Years a Maiden coy, 
Till Cloddy came to be your Boy; 
But I muſt now remind to you, 
Your Parlour and your Kitchen too; 
You don't forget the Iron Grate, 


Whereon to catch a Cull you fate; 


The 
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The Grate that's even with the Floor, 


Juſt next the Step, without the Door. 
Here Cleo drops her Huſſy down, 
To fetch it up, ſne ſends the Clown; 
Then ſpreads her Feet, and ſtands and ſhows, 
The Beauties underneath her Clothes; 
Such Beauties ! without Patch or Paint, 
Enough, good God, to tempt a Saint; 
But Cloddy, muddy pated Cur, 
Wou'd not ſo much as look at her, 
Vengeance | ſhe cries, have I no Charms, 
To draw this Lubber to my Arms 
I'll try the Magick of my Eyes! +» 
And make him all my Beauties Prize 
I'll try the Softneſs of my Tongue! 
And make him bold tho' e'er ſo young, 
Now wou'd not any Man conceive, 


She wanted more than he cou'd give; 


Yet 
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Yet this ſtrange Riddle I'll explore, 
And ſhew fair Cleo not an Whore ; 


But ſomething worſe, if worſe there be, 


The Height of female Coquettry ; 
'T was Hearts ſhe wanted to enſnare, 


For all her Pride lay center'd there. 


But to return, ſhe throws her Dart, 
And makes poor Cloddy's Boſom ſmart : 
His Pain enriches her Delight, 
Nor is he well but in her Sight. 

Young Cloddy now advances far, 
And ftrives to throw a Kiſs at her ; 
Not fearing a Repulſe; but ſhe 
Cries help, Mamma, where er you be; 
Haſte! Haſte ! ſhe cries, to ev'ry one, 
And help me, or I am undone ; 
Poor Cloddy's Maze I'll not deſcribe, 


Nor what was ſaid on either Side; 
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But that the Conteſt Cloddy dreads, 


For ſoon comes Mamma, Man, and Maids, 
Who kick and cuff him till he roars, 
And headlong, turn him, out of Doors. 
Miſs Cleo now has gain'd her Ends, 
For Mamma to her has ſends ; 
For her reſiſting of the Clown, 1 
To give her a Brocaded Gown, 
Thus ended to the Fair's Content, 
In Love Affairs the firſt Event. 
The Curate next you did inflame, © 
And had with him a pretty Game; 
But I'll forbear to tell it o'er, 
Leſt J provoke a Man in Pow'r. 
Next Corrin comes from foreign Parts, 
And feels the Anguiſh of your Darts; 
He ſpeaks the Fair, he tells his Pain, 


Vet all he ſays is but in vain; 


Obdurate 
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Obdurate ſtill, and cold as Ice, 


(Tho' not from Nature but device) 


She ſports with him, and takes delight 


To ſee him in fo fad a Plight : 


He ſees the Coquet in her Charms, 
Yet the falſe Dame his Boſom warms 


But Corrin, valiant, een to Death, 


Declares he'll not refign his Breath ; 
To feed the fair Deceiver's Pride, 
At leaſt the Honour he'l! divide; 


One half his King and Country ſhares, 


The Glory his, the Shame the Fair's ; 
For not enduring of his Pain, 

Buys a Commiſſion to be lain ; 

Twas Strephon next you did decoy, 
And all his Peace of Mind deſtroy ; 
But Sfrephon, poor enamour'd Soul, 
For Freedom drinks the Poiſon Bowl, 


Young 
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Young Collin next, you did enſnare, 
And quickly drove him to deſpair, 
Then Philemon you did trapan, 
And broke the Heart of Celedan. 
To Coſmelon, that noble Youth, 
A Friend to Virtue and to Truth; 
With eager Steps you did advance, 
And met him ev'ry where by Chance ; 
Until the Poiſon of your Tongue, 
Upon his drooping Spirits hung. 
Then caſt away, forlorn he lies, 
And in his Bloom behold he dies, 
To love a diſmal Sacrifice ; 
To Leodes you gave a Wound, 
Who took it with a Bow profound; 
Unable then to ſpeak his Mind, 


He wrote to you what here's ſubjoin'd ; 
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When firſt, ſays he, to Court you came, 
I ne'er had heard your jilting Fame; 
But gayly touch'd the Strings of Love, 
And ſwore by Venus and by Jove; 
Which ſeem'd ſo well to pleaſe you then, 
You ſaid I was the beſt of Men; 
So waited on you to your Seat, 
In Hopes to make my Joys compleat; 
*T was full three Months you kept me there, 
Ere you in Love cou'd me enſnare; 
But when you had purloin'd my Heart, 
You thought it was high Time to part ; 
For when in Love the Swain is croſs'd, 
His Wit and Gaiety is loft. 
80 I will end with one ſhort Prayer, 
And leave you in Deſtruction's Snare; 
May you, like me, your Love bemoan, 


And under it's Oppreſſion groan. 


Thus 
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Thus ends the Catalogue of Swains, 
Who ſuffer'd in fair Cleo's Chains. 

But to compleat my Tale I'll tell, 
How fad miſtaken Mira fell: 

Poor Mira, tho' not worſe than you, 
Felt the ſharp Hand of Juſtice due ; 
Mira, you know, of Taxes clear, 
Had full five hundred Pounds a Year ; 
Enough to give her Soul content, 

If Virtue with her Longings went ; 
But ſhe in Cleo's Path muſt run, 


The ſureſt Way to be undone ; 
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Like her ſhe did the Youths inflame, 


— — — 


And glory'd in the Coquet's Name; 


r —— 


But paſt her Prime, with Love ſhe burns, 
And to her baſe- born Lackey turns; 
To Tom ſhe ev'ry Morning ſays, 


Something or other in his Praiſe ; 
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And EI him Tokens of her Love, 
Wandering with him in the Grove; 
That he conſents, we need not name, 
For ev'ry Lout wou'd do the ſame. 
The Wedding Dinner is prepar'd, 
And nothing elſe but Joy is heard; 
The Weck with her he weathers out, 
But ſoon the Wind it chops about; 
The Scoundrel rais'd, with Pride elate, 
Muſt have his Hounds and Whores in State. 
Poor Mira now begins to ſee, 
The ſad Effects of Coquettry; 
Scorn'd by her Huſband, ſhe bemoans 
Her yet unborn two little ones. 
But he ſtill revels in Delight, 
And brings his Whores home in Deſpight. 
He brings them home to drink and eat, 


And makes her at the Table wait. 
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To her Relations now ſhe ſends, 
To Uncle, Aunt, and all her Friends ; 
But in their Anſwers all agree, 
She's fitted for her Coquettry. 

So Mira muſt, without a Word, 
Bear the Inſults of her proud Lord ; 
The Jokes and Jeers t60 of his Whores, 
Or turn, like Cloddy, out of Doors : 

But notwithſtanding all this Rout, 
In nine Month's Time, or there about, 
Poor Mira falls in Labour down, 
And brings two pretty Babes to Town. 
But now, alas ! I muſt relate, 
His ſinking Funds and fallen State. 

His large Expences to ſuſtain, 
Pulls down his Reeks and ſells his Grain 
His Woods he fells for ready Pelf, 
And in his Bargains cheats himſelf; 
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(But when a Man on's Death-Bed lies, 


What Matters it how ſoon he dies) 


Her Jewels next, and Plate he pawns, 
With all her Satins, Silks, and Lawns; 
But finding all is not enough, 

Is forc'd to ſell his othel Stuff; 

His Lands and Tenements he ſells, 
And in a little Cot he dwells: 

But in two Years his Money's ſpent, 
And he is for a Soldier ſent ; 

The Juſtice owing him a Spight, 
Preſs'd him in his Lady's Sight; 

Poor Mira now her Friends petition, 
To help her in her ſad Condition ; 
But all in vain, except a Crown, 

To bring her up to London Town; 
For ſhe had rather beg her Bread, 
Than by the Pariſh there be fed : 
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So up ſhe comes with Sobs and Sighs, 


And in a wretched Hovel lies: 

From Door to Door ſhe begs her Meat, 
Leading her Infants in the Street; 
Telling her Tale to ev'ry one, 

How ſhe, poor Soul, was quite undone, 
And thinks it now a great Delight, 

If ſhe can get clean Straw at Night. 


But Summer does not always laſt, 


Winter ſucceeds when it is paſt ; 
The Winter Nights are too ſevere, 
Too hard indeed for her to bear ; 
Hunger and Cold her Limbs decay, 
And Griefsupon her Vitals prey; 
No one her Anguiſh can expreſs, 
Each Moment brings it's Bitterneſs ; 
Her Infants ſhe bedews with Tears, 


Lamenting of their tender Years ; 
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Embracing them with tender Love, 


She calls for Pity from above; 


To Heaven ſhe ſor Mercy cries, 


And weeping o'er her Children dies. 


Now the fad Story I have done, 
ITI tell a mighty pretty one; 
Lucina's Character I'll paint, 
And ſhow her better than a Saint; 
That you the Difference may ſee, 
Tween virtuous Love and Coquettry; 
But firſt of all I will premiſe, 


Her Stature of the middle Size; 


With graceful Brows, and Snow white Skin ; 


A ſlender Waſte and pretty Chin; 
Soft melting Eyes and downy Breaſt, 


Tho” not too prominent her Cheſt ; 


Her 
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Her Forehead riſing to your Sight, 


With Cheeks Vermillion, mix'd with white, 
And Lips that touching give Delight ; 
With all the Graces that combine, 
To make a pretty Lady fine. 

But what are theſe, to thoſe confin'd 
To the Apartments of her Mind ; 
The learned Rohault ſcarce contains, 
What ſhe from ſimple Nature gleans ; 
Yet ſhe will not accounted be, 
A Miſtreſs of Philoſophy ; 
In Wit ſhe ſoars up to the Height, 
But never with it bears Conceit ; 
Nor never uſes it to pain 
The bluſhing Nymph or baſhful Swain; 
But when Miſs Pert, with Critic Sneer, 


Divides her Neighbour's Character; 
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Then launches forth Lucina's Wit, 
And fairly beats her off the Pit. 


Her Dreſs is neat, tho' not profuſe, 
Yet fitting for a Lady's Uſe. 

Genteelly always ſhe appears, 

Not minding Praiſe, no Slander fears ; 
But n is content to ſee 

Her Self and Friends at Liberty; 

Her Houſe is open to a few, 

To whom ſhe knows is Merit due. 

Her Father left her at Command, 
Three hundred Pounds a Vear in Land; 
Her Uncle dying on the Seas, 

T o her his Neice his Wealth bequeaths; 
An hundred thouſand Pounds is ſtated, 
The Value of his Veſſels freighted, 


Yet till with all ſhe's not elated ; 
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Her Houſe and Gardens are compleat, 


And Furniture exceeding neat; 

Two Maids, one Man, and little Boy, 
Are all the Servants ſhe'll employ ; 

For what ſhe has beſide to ſpare, 

The Ancient and the Poor do ſhare ; 
The Nenn all reſound her Fame, 
And Lovers liſten to her Name; 

Vet there's but two, who dare preſume, 
To come into her Drawing Room; 
The one Sir George, the other James, 
Tho' not alike, yet not extremes. 

Sir James has left him by his Grannum, 
Full twenty thouſand Crowns per Annum; 
To which he's adding ev'ry Year, 

Enough to make himſelf a Peer ; 
For like the Great his Thoughts incline, 
To rake and ſcrape the golden Mine. 


Yet 
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Yet he will ſometimes give away, 
And never grudges Men their Pay; 
Which gains him Love and fair Reſpect, 
And in his Garden's no Neglect; 

Where his Expences chiefly lie, 
With Statues of each Deity ; 
Where vaſt Variety is ſeen, 


Enough to pleaſe Arcadia's Queen; 
To charm the Senſe in Summer Time, | 
And force the Poet into Rhyme. 

Sir George enjoys by long Deſcent, 
A thouſand Pounds a Year in Rent; 
A thouſand Pounds bs Stock he lays, 
And deals it out in Charities ; 
Another thouſand keeps in Hand, 
To ſerve his King and native Land; 
The reſt in's Houſe and Books he ſpends, 
And quietly enjoys his Friends. 

Both 
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Both Men of Genius, Senſe, and Parts, 

In Science and politer Arts, 
Born to delight and raviſh Hearts; 
Each ſtrives to gain the Fair his own, 
And Extacy in Wedlock crown: 
Tween them the Fair her Thoughts divide, 
Nor can ſhe fix on either Side; 
But of the two, ſhe fain wou'd chuſe, 
The Man who'd leaſt her Love abuſe ; 
So forms a Stratagem to find, 
The Secrets of each other's Mind ; 
Abroad ſhe ſends to all ſhe knows, 
Where'er her Supercargoe goes ; 
Deſiring them to ſend in Form, 
That all her Ships are loſt in Storm; 
That all the Papers may reſound 


Her Loſs, an hundred thouſand Pound. 


Juſt 
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Juſt to her Wiſhes it ſucceeds, 
And clearly ſhows Sir James's Deeds; 
His former Vows he now retracts, 
And all his Love in Wealth compacts ; 
His Thoughts he now bncerely tells, 


While on the Charms of Gold he dwells. 


Sir George it otherwiſe affects, 
No Time he loſes nor Neglects; 
The Moment that the News he knows, 
To fair Lucina's Houſe he goes, 
And thus his Charmer he addreſſes, 
With ardent Love and ſoft Careſſes; 
If I, my Dear, might bear a Part, 
To eaſe the Droopings of your Heart; 
Were I to loſe my whole Eſtate, 
Bleſt in your Arms I ſhou'd be great, 
Great as the World cou'd Cæſar make, 


And die a Martyr for your Sake. 


But 
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But why ſhou'd love of golden Ore 


Torment, becauſe we have no more. 

Cou'd Midas ſup or dine like me, 

Or like Lucina drink his Tea; 
Cou'd he with open Heart invite, 
His Neighbours to a Diſh at Night ; 
Cou'd he give Alms unto the Poor, 
Or ſuccour Orphans at his Door ; 
No, no, he wanted all himſelf, 
And dy'd a moſt egregious Elf. 

Why then ſhou'd we at Fate repine, 
When we have left enough to dine, 
Enough to ſpare the Poor a Bit, 

And at our Eaſe in Pleaſure fit ; 

Caſt then all Care behind I ſay, 

And let's be merry, blithe, and gay, 
If fair Lucina wou'd reſign, 


Her Heart to me in change for mine; 
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Juſt to her Wiſhes it ſucceeds, 


And clearly ſhows Sir James's Deeds; 

His former Vows he now retracts, 

And all his Love in Wealth compacts ; 

His Thoughts he now ſincerely tells, 

While on the Charms of Gold he dwells. 
Sir George it otherwiſe affects, 

No Time he loſes nor NegleQts ; 

The Moment that the News he knows, 

To fair Lucina's Houſe he goes, 

And thus his Charmer he addreſſes, 

With ardent Love and ſoft Careſſes; 

If I, my Dear, might bear a Part, 

To eaſe the Droopings of your Heart ; 

Were I to loſe my whole Eſtate, 

Bleſt in your Arms I ſhou'd be great, 

Great as the World cou'd Cæſar make, 


And die a Martyr for your Sake. 
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But why ſhou'd love of golden Ore 
Torment, becauſe we have no more. 

Cou'd Midas ſup or dine like me, 
Or like Lucina drink his Tea; 

Cou'd he with open Heart invite, 
His Neighbours to a Diſh at Night; 
Cou'd he give Alms unto the Poor, 
Or ſuccour Orphans at his Door ; 
No, no, he wanted all himſelf, 
And dy'd a moſt egregious Elf. 

Why then ſhou'd we at Fate repine, 
When we have left enough to dine, 
Enough to ſpare the Poor a Bit, 

And at our Eaſe in Pleaſure fit; 

Caſt then all Care behind I fay, 

And let's be merry, blithe, and gay. 
If fair Lucina wou'd reſign, 


Her Heart to me in change for mine; 
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My Soul wou'd all in Raptures be, 
And think of nothing elſe but ſhe. 

Come, come, my Faireſt, let me know 
The happy'ſt Mortal here below ; 
Let me embrace the Fair he loves, 
And bill like pretty Turtle Doves. 

Come, come, my Faireſt, fix the Day 
The little God we muſt obey, 
When ſhall we to the Temple ſtray. 

Hold hold! Sir George, Lucina cries, 
And bluſhing, glances at his Eyes, 
Hold ! hold ! Sir George, Sir George replies ; 
Hold! hold! I will my Charmer hold, 
And give her all my Lands and Gold 3 
If ſhe'll conſent to be my Bride, 
PII give her all J have beſide ; 
Oh dear, Sir George, pray let me go, 
My Mind another Time you'll know, 
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So breaks from him, and flies away, 
And leaves him not a Word to ſay. 
Sir George ſtands fixed in Maze, 
And like a Statue ſeems to gaze. 
Lucina now becomes Recluſe, 
For no Man's Sight, for no Man's Uſe ; 
Ten Days paſs on, and ſhe's not ſeen, 
Which gives Sir George the Hip and Spleen ; 
But he who deals in Love Affairs, 
With all it's Joys mult taſte it's Cares; 
For now Lucina's Fleet comes in, 


And brings her home às mitich again, 


As they at firſt did aſcertain. 
The Thoughts embroil Sir George's Senſe, 
And all he ſees gives him Offence. 

But ſoon the Fair to him appears, 


And with a Smile diſpels his Fears; 


And 
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And tells him all what ſhe had done, 


And that he had her Favour won; 
That what ſhe has he may command, 
And join with her in Wedlock's Band. 
The News ſoon flies about the Town, 
And each cou'd wiſh the Fair his own ; 
Sir James now at her Cunning. rails, 
And e'en with Envy bites his Nails. 
The happy Pair in one unite, 
And all around them give Delight. 
Here Virtue ſpreads her lovely Wings, 
And to the Tune of Juſtice ſings. 
Here Juſtice fits with lifted Hands, 
To guard the Place where Virtue ſtands. 
Had Mira with their Notes agreed, 
She ne'er had in a Hovel laid. 
Will C/o too their Laws tranſgreſs, 


And take no Notice of my Verle ; 


Oc 
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Oc will ſhe join the Choir and ſing, 
For Time is ever on the Wing ; 
Yet ſtill ſhe may the Goddeſs pleaſe, 
And gain at length the Poet's Praiſe. 
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Y E 8, yes, you moſt enchanting Creature, 
The Maſter-Piece and Pride of Nature; 


In this his Tale to pleaſe the Muſes, 


Your Patronage the Poet chuſes 3 
But be not vain ; tho' you have Senſe, 
And Wit without the leaſt Expence ; 
Yet Vanity beſpeaks the Fool, 


And ſerves to pamper Ridicule. 
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Hope not for Praiſe, nor heed its Name, 
For Envy ever follows Fame; 
Strive to deſerve, adi yen will gain, 
| What you'll by wiſhing ne'er obtain. 
But now, fair Nymph, methinks it Time, 
To dive into a deeper Crime, 
When in a merry Mood am I, 
To you my Paragon 1 fly ; 
But as I come to raiſe you Mirth, 
You quite forget my meaner Birth; 
So I'll begin my Tale, and tell, 
How two rich Miſers roſe and fell. 

Two Brothers who to Labour bred, 
The one cal d Tom, the other Ned; 
Had left them by their Father clear, 

A Farm of forty Pounds a Year ; 
When it was in their Sire's Hands, 
Two Horſes us'd to plow the Lands: 
M 2 But 
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But grown ſo frugal are they now, 


One draws, while t'other holds the Plough ; 

For having ſtarv'd their Father's Horſes, 

They'd have no more ſuch diſmal Loſſes. 
The rareſt Meal on which they fed, 

Was Skim-Milk Cheeſe and Barley Bread; 

Except when at the 'Squire's Treat, 

Where like two Gluttons they would eat; 

Moſt greedily ſwig down his Wine, | 

And wallow home like any Swine. WH: 
Thus, they for twenty Seaſons clear, 

Had hoarded eighty Pounds a Year; 

And neither being forty-four, 

They might have ſav'd a great deal more; 

But Cupid theſe poor Wretches knew, 

And at them both, his Arrows flew : 

In ſeeking Damſels up and down, 

They ſearch'd thro' ev'ry Market Town; 

| But 
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But all well knew they would enſlave them, 
So none that had a Groat would have them; 
When they e'en ſought a Neighbour's Wife, 
Who'd ſerve them both they thought for Life; 
Could they but draw her on to Sin, 
By Threats they'd get their Gold ag' in; 
And thus without or Charge or Pains, - 
They'd reckon ſtill their uſual Gains. 

Roger and Suzan, Man and Wite, 
Enjoy'd each other free from Strife ; W ain 
She Mantua's made, he drove the Stage, 
Both under thirty Years of Age; 
He luſty, nervous, ſtrong, and tall, 
She cleanly, tight, and fair withal ; 
Of Wit and Senſe each had their Share, 
And were, in Fact, a happy Pair. 

Here Tom and Ned their Paſſions own, 
And ſtrive with Bribes to gain the Town; 
M 3 But 


166 


But Suzan lets her Huſband know, 


Lo 
5 


How far their Inclinations go; 
That fifty Guineas Tom would pay, 
Would ſhe but let him, with her lay; 
Tho' large the Sum, yet he muſt die, 
If ſhe, fair Nymph, would not comply; 
Cries Roger, Snap him, tis but fair, 
To catch the Fool in his own Snare; 
Ply him with Drink, and at his Waking, 
I ſhall not fear my Forehead's aching. 

So Suzan makes the Affi nation, 
And pleaſant is on the Occafion; 
Her humming Liquor ſtrikes his Taſte, 
And makes him hug her round the Waiſt ; 
Which ne'ertheleſs appears too ſtrong, | 
And fairly lays him all along; 
When Roger takes him up half dead, 
And gently bears the Loon to Bed. 


Here 
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Here take, ſays he, your am'rous Wight, 


And ſmiling bids his Wife good-Night ; 
Humming a Tune, he flides away, 
And ſoundly. fleeps till peep of Day: 
At five fair Suzan hears it chime, 
And thinks it almoſt Breakfaſt-Time ; 
Awake, ſhe cries, awake, my Dear, 
How long ſhall I lay longing here ; 
Which makes Tom yawn, and rub his Eyes, 
And fem to be in great Surprize ; 
I vow, cries ſhe, I'll lie no longer, 
For I ſhall ſtarve almoſt with Hunger; 
So 1 ſhe gets, and ſtands upright, 
A moſt deluſive charming Sight; 
To tantalize this Looby Lover, 
Her Breaſts were neither under cover ; 
Her Hair in Treſſes hanging down, 
Had great Effect upon the Clown; 

M 4 Such 
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Such Eyes ſhe had, and ſuch a Skin, 


That would cen tempt a Saint to ſin; 
But ſhe had hamper'd both his Feet, 
And ſew'd him in the upper Sheet; 
Only the Sight poor Tommy had, 
Which made him almoſt raving mad ; 
With all his Force the Sheet he tore, 
And call'd her Gypſey, Thief, and Whore ; 
But ſhe eſcap'd to other Room, | 
And laughing, bad bim get him home; 
But he declar'd that he would have, 
What he o'er Night in earneſt gave; 
You ſhall, * ſhe, have what is right, 
For t'other fifty t'other Night; 

Tho' he at firſt with Fury fir d, 

Yet he all pale at laſt retir'd ; 


And when he found his poor dear Brother, 


They mingled Tears with one another ; 
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An Heart of Stone their Caſe would melt, 
Sure ſuch a Loſs was never felt; 
Without one Word an Hour paſs'd, 
But Ned reſum'd his Speech at laſt; 
In Rapture quite to Jam he ſaid, 
You know what ſort of Gold you paid ; 
Moſt cunningly the Jobb I'll do, 
And not Example take by you; 

I'll go and give her fifty more, 


For which I'll make the Jade my Whore; 
You of each Piece muſt take Account, 


And add to them the whole Amount; 
And when I'm. ready for my Errand, 
You haſte away, and get a Warrant; 
Letting the 'Squire have ſet down 

Each Piſtole, half Moidore, and Crown ; 
Swear to each Piece that you have loſt, 


And we'll make Suzan pay the Colt; 


For 


[ 270 ] 
For you point-blank muſt make appear, 
That no one elſe but ſhe was here : 
True to your Oath the Money found, 
She'll ſcarce know how to ſtand her Ground : 
Beſide, the Conſtable's our Friend, 
On whom we ſafely may depend ; 
Thus, we no doubt nah get a Night, 
And ſhare by Turns our Neighbour's Right ; 
But if the Baggage won't comply, | 
We'll get our Gold, or ſhe ſhall die. 

To hear their Greeting Hodge deſign'd, 
His Stable to their Houſe adjoin'd 3 
Their Horſes paying Nature's Debt, 

To Roger, they the Stable let; 

Expecting here ſome trifling Theme, 

Surpriz d he heard their deſp rate Scheme. 
Tin dangerous to deal with Knaves, 


Who are become the Devil's Slaves. 
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So out he ſteals to tell his Wife, 
And ſeek the Means to ſave her Life; 
She paus'd awhile, then ſaid to him, 
I have conceiv'd a merry Whim; 
We'll not bis Accuſation fear, 
Yet he ſhall bring his Money here; 
And tho' he comes to Bed at Night, 
He ſhall not ſhare your lawful Right ; 
E'en tho' I hug him in my Arms, 

He ſhall not touch or taſte my Charms. 
Get me an hundred Hedge-Hogs Skins, 
With Prickles ſharp as any Pins; 

Of which a Caſe for me I'll make, 

And wear it for my Lover's Sake ; 

And when I carry home her Gown, 

The Trick I'll to my Lady own; 

When we protected ſhall be by her, 
Beſides, no Doubt ſhe'll tell the Squire. 


— How- 
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Howe'er, to cut the Matter ſhort, 


Ned comes to her and pays his Court; 
| Reſolv'd this Raſcal to beguile, 
She entertains him with a Smile. 

A Week's elaps'd, the Bargain's made, 
And now comes on the Maſquerade ; 
The Eſquire and his Lady's come, 
And fit in the adjoining Room. 

Suzan prepar'd is now in Bed, 
And, as appointed, in comes Ned; 
Dear Sue, ſays he, while he's undreſſing, 
I ſcarce could e' er expect this Bleſſing; 
That lovely Face I now behold, 
Exceeds almoſt the Charms of Gold; 
When eagerly to Bed he flies, 
But ob, how great was his Surprize ! 
In Paradiſe he thought to dwell, 
But thinks be finds himſelf in Hell; 

Oh 
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Oh Lord! cries he, how ſcratch'd am I? 
What Devil's here? Oh, I ſhall die! 
What Dæmon hath afſum'd her Face, 
To bring me thus.into Diſgrace ; 
When in his Fright from her he flies, 
And blunders on a freſh Surprize ; 
In's hurry to avert his Doom, 
He burſts into the Squire's Room; 
Juſt to his Wiſh, without his Leave, 
And made what Mirth you may conceive ; 
Yet he aſſum'd a ſolemn Face, 
And ſhragg'd him for his Want of Grace; 
Sending e'en Roger of the Etrand, 
F or Tom to execute his Warrant ; 
When they another Scene afford, 
Trembling before their Manout's Lord; 
Who expatiates with all his Might, 
And ſets their Crimes in proper Light; 


Vet 
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Yet tho' they've thus tranſgreſs'd the Law, 


Their Tears from him Compaſſion draw; 

Who pardons them on this Condition, 

That they abide by his Deciſion; 

That they henceforth throughout their Lives, 

Attempt no more their Neighbours Wives ; 

With which Injunction they comply, 
But for their Gold they ie and die. 
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Thoſe who ſhall rail againſt their abſent Friends, 
Or hear them ſcandaliz'd, and filent fit, 

Without rebuking the malicious Tribe ; 

Or tell foul Tales to bring them in Diſgrace , 

Or ſport they with their Fame to ſhew their Mit; 
Of them beware, for they are errant Knaves, 
More to be dreaded than an open Foe. 
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To MELLINISSA. 


HESE come, fair Nymph, tho' ſome- 
what rude, | 


Vet merely out of Gratitude ; 


Then condeſcend to laugh or ſmile, 


At me, or my Poetic Stile; 


It matters not which of the Two, 

So as they ſerve as Sport for you ; 

For I ne'er meant to touch on Fame, 

But Rhimes ruſh'd in, and out they came ; 


And 
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And I ſhould think myſelf o'erpaid, 

If they would but my-Pardon' plead ; | 
Yet ſhould I miſs that Favour here, 


Heaven I truſt will ſet me clear 


For Envy ne'er can reach the Board, 


Where fits © Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ,” 


Impartial there his Juſtice ſprings, 
And Beggars fare as well as Kings. 
Yet I'd incur no Mortal's Hate, 
While I am in this fleeting State; 
Men differ much from Men indeed, 
Each Rank denotes a diff rent Breed; 
Nature is Nature, fo muſt I, 
And all the World with it comply 3 
But when black Slanderers ariſe, 
We ſhould not wich or blind our Eyes 
The liſping Lyar uncorrected, 
Wich fouleſt ſpots may be infected; 

* M 


Prone 
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Prone to intrigue, the learns the Trade, 


And viſits only to degrade; 

Each Reputation ſhe aſſails, 

Ad dear, dear Scandal ſeldom fails : 

To Church ſhe goes, but not to Prayers, 
To court'ſy and to ſhew her Airs; 

E'en there no modeſt Nymph is free, 


From her Attacks of Calumny ; 


Yet while ſhe wounds, with ſtudy'd Art, 


Soft Pity ſeems to touch her Heart, 
Artful indeed, of thoſe . 

Who ſlander and bewail the Fair; 

Oh Jupiter! Fang? Terence cry, 

Do ſuch baſe Wretches think to die? 

Oc what would Abra'am Adams ſay? 

He'd clinch his Fiſt and groan and pray. 

Oh Melliniſſa, good and great, 


Let Virtue favour your Retreat; 


Nor 
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Nor let your infant Daughters tell, 
Their Mamma's ill when ſhe is well; 
Or, if unwelcome Gueſt ſhould come, 
That ſhe's abroad when ſhe's at home 3 
No, rather bear Impertinence, 
Than wave it at the Truth's Expence ; 
The tender Twig as bent it grows, 
And ſtrengthens in the Form it roſe ; 
Be then your Actions fair and clear, 
That no Deceit in them appear ; 
Or you will find it to your Coſt, 
That all your Precepts will be loſt 
Example ever bears the Sway, 
And Leſſons to its Force give Way, 
But when they are in Virtue join'd, 
They'll een reclaim a vicious Mind 
Deſtroy the Seeds of dark Invention, 
And need no more your Reprehenſion. 
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Nariſſa 
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Nariſſa and Paulina were 

Genteel, indeed polite and fair; 

Seem'd mighty affable and good, 

Till better they were anferficod 

The former had Ten thouſand Pounds, 
The latter twice as many Crowns ; 

Both, from their Mamms' learnt the Way, 
To ſoothe, condole, and then betray; 
Tho! Friends profels'd'in open Show, 

In private were each othet's Foe : 

In Imitation of the Court, 

Intriguing was their daily Sport ; 

And when they were the one from t'other, 
The Slander fell on one another; 

Theſe modeſt Fair-ones, meek and mild, 
Would ſpeak each other oft with Child ; 
Atleaſt, they'd try to make appear, 


That each deſery'd one ev'ry Year ; 


And 
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And tho' in fact they both were ſober, 


They'd make each other drink October; 

And ſometimes when their Hands were in, 

Toſs off their Anniſeed and Gin: 

But not one Word of what was true, 

Their pretty Mouths e'er enter'd thro'. 
Oſorio an honeſt Vouth, 

Thought nothing paſs'd their Lips but Truth; 

For they Religion much affected, 

Tho' all its Principles neglected; 

Numbers there are that do the ſame, 

And make it but an empty Name; 

With Hyperbolic Phraſe devout, 

They ſtrike fair Truth, and keep her cut; 

But fuch Oſſorio never knew, 

The World he thought like him were true; 

Unleſs for Want of Education, 

Some few might deal in Defamation ; 
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But ne'er could think thoſe Highly born, 
Would thus expole themſelves to Scorn ; 
Or that baſe Uſe the Learn'd would make, 
Of Logic and of Rhetoric ; 


That they'd &'er plead the Villain's Cauſe, | 


Or baffle to ſubvert the Laws. 

But he had never read Mankind, 
His books alone had him confin'd ; 
Nor had he yet obſerv'd the Cheat, 
That made een Cicero compleat ; 
Or ſmil'd at Pliny's way of giving, 
Letters to thoſe who ne'er were living ; 
Or glanc'd e'er at his Oſtentation, 
Or took him for a Dedication ; 
Drown by a Pencil of his own, 

To hand his Praiſe and Merit down. 

So ric was he to Virtue train'd, 


That Fraud his Thoughts ne'er entertain'd ; 
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So never ſought it to diſcover, 
Who'd then expect it in a Lover? 

He lov'd, and Love was ever blind, 
Nariſſa hung upon his Mind; | 
Diſplay'd ſhe but a fingle Charm, 

The Cupids would around him ſwarm ; 
And with their Darts deſtroy his Reaſon, 
For Senſe in Love's fair Court is Treaſon, 

His large Eſtate rais'd her Attention, 
And jealous Fears her Apprehenſion: 

As Lies create each half a Score, 

So one Intrigue occaſions more; 

To clear the Way ſhe muſt employ 
Her ſecret Magic, to enjoy 

The dear Delight of * Tricks, 
fad flaunting in her Coach and Six 
What Pleaſure would it give her Soul, 


To ſhackle one ſhe might controul? 
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Where ſhe might put off the Reſtraint, 
That makes a Virgin ſeem a Saint; 
Where one would ſave her from Diſgrace, 
Should any Friend ſupply his Place. 

But ſtill what Art this Nymph profels'd, 
The other equally poſſeſs'd; 
Paulina's Craft Nariſſa knew, 
Would counter- act all ſhe could do: 
Should ſhe her Portrait truly ſhow, 
To prepoſſeſs Oſrio; 
OHorio would chen reflect, 
And her perchance he might ſuſpect ; 
His innate Senſes muſt conclude, 
They were not of a diff*rent Brood; 
For who would ever chuſe a Friend, 
Whoſe Manners they ſhould diſcommend; 
Some deſp'rate Plot muſt then be lay'd, 


Betray ſhe muſt, or be betray'd : 


An 
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An efticacious Herb ſhe finds, 


That ſecretly to Sleep inclines ; 
And is reſolv'd it ſhall be fo, ' 
E'er ſhe will loſe Offorio. 
Meantime Paulina racks her Brain, 
To diſconcert and give her Pain; 
Or circumvent, could ſhe deviſe 
The Means indy to gain the Prize, 
But in this tranſitory State, 
Things often change and fluctuate; 
So now the Wind its Point it veers, 
And blows to them two Gallic Peers 
The one Du Bleau, the other Blair, 
In gawdy Dreſs and Debonair; : 
In Pomp they come, and as they meant, 
Their Coaches meet by Accident; 
Before the gay Nariſſa's Door, 
Where they diſplay their Rank and Pow'r; 
With 
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With ſuch-like Grace and Dignity, 
As ſuit with Men in high Degree; 
But how methinks *twill be but fair, 


To tell you what they truly were. 


La Blair was Footman to his Grace, 

Du Bleau had fuch another Place; 

But being Men of great Ambition, 

They thought too mean of their Condition; 
And having learnt to play the Peer, | 
Agreed to come and act it here; 

But gaming muſt, or the High-way, 

Or both perchance theſe Lords array ; 

Till they a Stock at leaſt produce, 
Sufficient for a Twelvemonth's Uſe; 
Accompliſh'd that, they take their Station, 
And court by turns all o'er the Nation ; 


But to facilitate Affairs, 


The one a married Man appears; 


That 
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That they with better Grace and Air, 
May ſpread their Nets to catch the Fair: 
But fit it is that you ſhould know, 
The Lover now's the Lord Du Bleau ; 
A very ſprightly handſome Man, 
Reſiſt him, Ladies, if you can; 


But ſee, Nariſſa takes the Bait; 
And views him in his Pomp and State; 

A Glance he takes, as in Surprize, 

And ſhews the Language of his Eyes; 
His Friend unheeding of the Fair, 
A Ball propoſes to prepare; 

(With Looks genteel and Speech polite,) 
To entertain the Place at Night; 
Agreed, my Lord, ſays Lord Du Bleau, 
I juſt, my Lord, was thinking ſo; 
And now what's faid betwixt the Peers, 


With Pleaſure fair Nariſſa hears; 
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And juſt as they departing were, 


Paulina meets the Gallic Pair ; 


And from Nariſſz's too ſhe Thought, 
Which ſome Emotion in her wrought ; 


For ſhe had come to perpetrate, 


What ſhe preſum'd decreed by Fate; 


But now ſome other Motives join, 


To make her alter Deſign ; | 


| Yet ſhe to her fair Rival goes, 


To learn who were thoſe brilliant Beaus, 


Nariſſa too had thought the ſame, 
To execute next Time ſhe came; 
But theſe two noble Lords appearing, 
Surpriz'd and ſet her Thoughts a veering. 


But now the pretty Creatures meet, 


And awkardly each ocher greet; 


So oddly are their Devoirs paid, 


That each bethinks herſelf betray'd; 


Which 
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Which ſo confounds this lovely Pair, 
That to conceal it 's all their Care: 
As both were guilty in Effect; 
So they each other now ſuſpect; 
Suſpicious is a guilty Mind, 
And peaceful Reſt it ne'er can find; 
Immediate Danger terrifies ; 
And Guilt can ſcarce eſcape Surprize; 
Altho' effectual Means be found, 
That would in Secret give the Wound. 

But their Conſuſion being o'er, 
They touch on what they ſaid before; 
And now they find that at their Meeting, 
They had miſtook each other's Greeting; 
Which gives them Time to recollect, 
Though ſtill each other they ſuſpect; 
But yet they We with Complaiſance, 


And at the Ball they meet to dance; 


p 
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Where they obſerve all Things compleat, 


And praiſe exceedingly the Treat; 


Where they receive the Honours too, 
That are to Rank and Beauty due ; 
Where they the ſhining Croud obſcure, 
And Praiſe from ev'ry Swain endure ; 
Where each would leave Oſorio, 

For that bright Star the Lord Du Bleau. 
But he knows better how to play, | 


And ſeems to keep them both at Bay; 


To gain Acceſs was his Deſign, 

And carry off the richeſt Mine; 

A female Foe the moſt he fear'd, 

So 'twixt them both his Courſe he ſteer d. 
But ſoon the fair Nariſ finds, 

That moſt to her the Peer ** ; 


Which as Paulina too perceives, 


Her Breaſt with Indignation heaves ; 


Her 
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Her late Intent ſhe'll now effect, 
And Secrecy ſhall her protect ; 
But ſoon a Thought that Thought deſtroys ; 
And ſure Succeſs her Mind enjoys ; 
With Speed ſhe viſits all her F riends, 
And a long Journey ſhe pretends; 
The Fair equipt, away ſhe hies, 
But ſoon returns in a Diſguiſe; 
To execute what ſhe deſign'd, 
Her Petticoats ſhe leaves behind ; 
The Swain aſſum'd, ſhe ſprings her Game, 
And takes Prince Pallacini's Name 
Prince Pallacini plays his Part, 
And acts with moſt uncommon Art; 
His Conduct, Equipage, and Dreſs, 
Would make a Volume to . 
But "INE Lines may ſerve to ſhew ; ; 


He circumvents the Lord Du Bleau 


And 
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And bears away the charming Prize, 
The Marriage-Rites to ſolemnize; 
Beal it ſuits with his Opinion, 
To do it in his own Dominion. 
Her Wealth converted into Bills, 
Compleatly all his Pockets fills ; 
Then brings her up to London Town, 
And leaves her there with ſcarce a Crown ; 
His Servants too all diſappear, | 
Which ſtill augments the Lady's Fear. 
Paulina now again returns, 
And meets Du Bleau, for whom ſhe burns ; 
Or more ee as ſome Folks ſay, 
To be in France a Lady gay: 
But as for him he knew the worſt, 
And ſilently the Prince he curs'd ; 
Yet as he'd loſt the other Prize, 


He thinks that her's may now ſuffice ; 
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But is o'erjoy'd to find it more, 


By thouſands almoſt half a Score; 
Which ne'ertheleſs he bears away, 

As ſhe had done the other Day ; 

Her Beauty was . be thought, 
So left her not a ſingle Groat ; 

But was not ſo ungrateful quite, 

To leave her ere the Wedding Night. 
Nariſſa likewiſe now returns, 

And Vengeance in her Bofom burns 
Imagining the real Cauſe, 

And who Prince Pallacini was ; 

A Poniard with her ſhe conceals, 

And a fierce Combat now prevails; 
With ſweet Revenge, to ſoothe her Pride, 
She runs it thro' Paulina's Side; 

But Anguiſh her whole Strength eſſays, 
And at her Length Nariſſa lays ; | 


| W M Wrenching 


Wrenching the Dagger from her Foe, 


She plunges it in her alſo; 

But both reclining on the Floor, 

They wait the ſad approaching” Hour ; 

Their diſmal Pains make them confeſs, 
Their Crimes with Tears of Biterneſs ; 

Their black Deſigns to take away 

Each other's Life the very Day, 8 

That the fictitious Lords appear'd, oh 

With Poiſon which they had prepar'd ; 

They now acknowledge and bewail, 

And wiſk their Tears may them avail ; 

But Death ſoon ſhuts Paulina's Eyes, 

And the next Day Nariſſa dies. 
Mean while from France Expreſſes come, 
To fetch their worthleſs Nobles home ; 
Two thouſand Pounds they bid for taking, 
Thoſe matehleſß Lords of their own making; 

” With 
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With Speed Ofor:0 purſues, 


And finds them-ere they hear the News; 


Their Bills and Cath he takes away, 

And ſtrips them of their rich Array; 
Full twenty thouſand Pounds he clears, 
And ſends to France thoſe peerleſs Peers ; 
Where on the Wheel they tortur'd are, 
For murd'ring of their Maſters there; 
Where they confeſs the cruel Deed, 

In Choi) Wood, for which they bleed; 
Where they, to ſave from further Harm, 


Had ſhot each other thro' the Arm; 


That all the World might think from thence, 


Thoſe Wounds receiv'd in their Defence; 
But Murder is ſo baſe a Crime, 

Heaven but waits a proper Time, 

At Calais where they fold ſome Things, 
Diſcover'd were their Maſters Rings; 
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Which tho' too late for their Detenſion, 


Caus'd, as above, their Apprehenſion, 
Thus Juſtice did them all purſue, 
The Slanderers and the Villains too, 
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4 PSALM. 


EJOICE in God, ye Nations all; 
In him alone rejoice, 


Who hears his People from his Throne, 


In their own native Voice, 


Nor Parliament nor Council there, 
Shall ſell his People's Right; 

But each his Manſion will poſſeſs, 
And therein take Delight. 


Becauſe no heavy Taxes ſhall ; 
Oppreſs or gall his Mind; 
For this great King to each will prove, 


A Parent juſt and kind, 


Truſt 
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Truſt not in worldly Princes then, 
Tho they abound in Wealth; 

Nor in the Sons of mortal Men, 
Who thrive by Fraud and Stealth. 


Nor in unlawful thieviſh Laws, 
Which are no Laws at all; 
For thoſe I call unlawful Laws, 
Which Nations do enthral. 


But Praiſe the Lord with Heart and Voice, 
With Courage give him Praiſe; 
And matter not who wears a Crown, 


Nor who deſerves the Bays. 


GiDpDdy 
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GiDDY FORTUNE. 


ET giddy Fortune lend her Hand, 
To Fools and Knaves around; 
The Man-of Senſe and Virtue ſtands, 


Much furer on the Ground. 


Tho' daily Toil ſhould earn his Bread, 
His Soul ſerene within, 
Will ſay thou'ſt better thus be fed, 


Than by one ſingle Sin. 


Should one poſſeſs' d of Plenty be, 
Reduc'd to ſuch a State ; 
If he has Senſe and Virtue too, 


He'll not repine at Fate. 
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So he and his can but procure 
Sweet independent Bread; 
For he moſt independent is, 
Who's by his Labour fed 
Neceſſity will make him wile, 
Who had of Senſe before; 
He then will find ſome former Friends, 
Of Friendſhip talk no more. 
His noble Soul will then exult, 
And bleſs his Days of Light ; 
Say'ng, naw I know, who I may prize, 
And who I am to light, 
It by my daily Lidia I 
My Loſſes can repair, | 
How few, how dear, will be thoſe few ! 


Who will my Friendſhip ſhare ? 


HAPPY 
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HAPPY SILENCE. 
H happy Silence, tell me where, 
O Like thee I may be free from Care; 


Direct my wand'ring Feet to ſtray, 


Where I may ſleep my Soul away; 
Bedeck'd with Poppies all around, 
To ſhed their kind Influence down ; 
Upon my Temples, then ſhall I 
Nor wiſh to live, nor fear to die ; 
Thus Cowards who'd no Danger meet, 
May call their Cowardice diſcreet ; 
Yet ſneaking from the Army may 
Be ſhot by Stragglers on the Way ; 
Shameful retreat, ignoble Fall, 
Better they'd cane ilie's at all; 

I'll ſculk behind this Screen no "IA 


Yet, Silence, —I will thee adore ; 


And 
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And ſometimes with thee II retire, 
In Contemplation to aſpire, 
Above the grov'ling World, and then 
Return to worldly Cares again, 

| Viciſſitudes, by Heaven deſign'd, 
To regulate all human Kind; 
Dull Indolence declares for Peace, 
While the our Nation's Foes increaſe ; 
A Peace by valiant 8 made, 
"RO the State and mends our Trade; 
Peace ſprings from exercifing Arms, 


To keep our Nation from Alarms 


80 ſleep from Exerciſe will ſpring, 

And Peace of Conſcience Reſt will bring, 
Thee, Morpheus, T'll implore no more, 

But view thy Poppies, and adore 

The Author of that noble Flower. 
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A SONG, 
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4A $S O NG. 
I, 
Y Head on Moſs reclining, 
Hard by a murm'ring Stream, 
My Sleep more ſoft than Rhiming, 


Diflolv'd into a Dream . 


The Willows that ſurrounded, 
Methought began to talk ; 
And Men by Love confounded, 
Like Hamlet's Ghoſt did ſtalk, 


II. 
Friends, fay the mournful Willows, 
Shou'd you our Garlands wear, 
And thus forſake your Pillows, 
Nor ſhun the fatal Snare, 


You 
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You ſoon wou'd be as we are, 
Faſt rooted on the Shore; 

For we were Men as you are, 


But ſhall be ſo no more. 


III. 
Then ev'ry ſilent Lover, 


His drooping Head did rear, 
Say'ng what we ſought to ſmother, 

To you we will declare; — 
We each have been a Lover, | 
And wore Love's fatal Chain ; ACT | 
With 14 each ſtrove to move her, 


Who ſlew him with Diſdain. 


„ 


But ſince ſuch low Submiſſion, 
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Our fair ones cou'd not move, 
To hide our ſad Condition, 
From Mortals we have ſtrove. 


Then 
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Then little Cupid laughing, 
Dropt from an azure Cloud, 
And while his Wings were chaffing, 
He ſettled in the Croud. 
V. 
And told them that his Mother, 
Such Lovers wou'd deſpiſe; 
Then ſeek not Love to ſmother, 
But ſeize each Man his Prize; 
And then careſs and preſs her, 
Nor give her Room to fly, 
But in ſoft Murmurs tell her, 
Twere happy ſo to die. 
VI. 
And by the Lips Injection, 
Drive Love into her Brain, 
And then for his Protection, 
Go purchaſe Hymen's Chain. 
I ſtarted 
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1 ſtarted from my Pillow, 
Of Moſs moſt foft and green; 
And nothing but the Willow 


Remain'd there to be 5 


5 
| 
| 
| 
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The MAIDEN'Ss PRAT ER. 


4 SONG 


I. 


= me, ye Gods, but oh forgive me, 
If unh of you I crave 


Give me Time, and I will tell ye, 


What it is that I wou'd have. 
II. 
But as I am a F emale Thinker, 
Think, oh think, what I wou'd hy 5 
I wou'd wed, but not ; Drinker, 
One that I might well obey. 
n.. 
One in his Manners moſt endearing, 
Wit and Humour at his Will; 
Yet above the Critic's ſneering, 
Governs with Minerva's Skill. 


Gravely 
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IV. 
Gravely polite, ſerene and charming, 
ba widins e Brom. 
I cou'd name, but fear to harm him, 
Oh, ye Gods, forgive me now. 
T; 
And make (then I no more will teaze ye) 
But this charming Hero mine, 
He and I will ftrive to pleaſe ye, 
And to 8 reſign, 


N : The 
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The SICK M AN. 


HEN God for Sin doth phyſic Man, 
With a kind Father's Care ; 


Then up he lifts his trembling Hands, 
Crying, oh God! forbear, 


I am ſo feeble, fo unfit, 
To bear thy heavy Hand ; 
If thou more Bitters haſt prepar'd, 


In Pity countermand ; 


Or it will drive me i the Grave, 
Then who ſhall plead my Cauſe ; 

For Death reproacheth me, and ſays 
I have tranſgreſs'd thy Laws. 


Oh 
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Oh give me Time, Time to redeem, 
Ere Time ſhall be no more, 
Leſt my paſt Crimes ſhou'd drive me. whers 
None dare a God implore t 


Where thou wilt never caſt an Eye, 
Nor lend a liſt'ning Ear; 
Oh how I tremble | ev'ry Joint 


Do now relax with Fear, 


Oh ſpare me, and reſtore me to 
My former Strength again, 
If I dare truſt this flatt'ring Heart, 


| It ſhall not be in vain. 


I will not let this Frame of Clay 
Deſtroy my living Soul, 

But keep her ever on her Cade 
Dull Matter to controul. 


N 2 


But 
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But why, ſays animated Clay, 
Muſt I be counted dull? 


And yet ſuch mighty Care and Pains, 


My Paſſions to controul; 


Since the electrifying Hand 

Of Heaven, ſet me on Fire; 
Let but the Droſs be counted dull, 
Ihe reſt to Heaven aſpire; 


Since what the Fire cannot refine, 
Muſt unrefin'd remain; 


But to the Body and the Soul, 


Is an eternal Chain ; 


A Chain of Love, a Chain of Light, 
A Chain of warm Deſire, * 

That tho' the Body turn to Duſt, 
It may not all expire; 


But 


[ 1811 
But wait to hear the heavenly Call, 
And feel the heav'nly Chain; 
To draw it to the Soul ag 'in, 


For ever to remain. 


If to conjecture be allow'd, 
Such my Conceptions are, 


The Soul will think, and I muſt write, 


For Poet's can't forbear. 


The 
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Th POET and DEATH. 


C 


Thou'rt ſure to give the Body Reſt, 


PoE x. 


OME, Death, and talk with me a-while, 


III on thy meagre Aſpect ſmile; 


Then why ſhou'd we with thee conteſt. | 
D x Ar k. 

Some Fear I ſhall annihilate, 
While others fear a future State, 

PoE x. 
If I had Cauſe ſuch Things to fear, 
I ſhou'd not live while I were here. 
How can they think the Cauſe of all, 
head make us for no Cauſe at all; 
Fears of Futurity muſt ſpring 
From ill ſpent Lives, a ſhocking Thing! 


Yet 
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Yet this with Eaſe we may prevent, 
If we with Virtue will conſent; 
To ſpend our Days in calm Retreat, 
From Pride, from Av'rice, and Deceit i 
Tis thoſe that kill the Soul, not thee, 
Thou ſett'ſt her from her Priſon free. 
DEATH. 
I never ated with Deſign, 
When Time commands me, TI! reſign 
My Dart, then vaniſh, for my Ears, 
Won't bear the Muſic of the Spheres. 


N 4 SWEET 
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SWEET SOLITUDE. 
WEET Solitude the Soul's beſt Guide, 
8 Thou can'ſt not Virtue tire; 
'T he more ſhe ſpends her Time with thee, 


The more ſhe will admire; 


For ſo extenſive is thy Power, 
Thou'rt Sea without a Shore; 
Thou lend'ſt to Contemplation Wings, 


All Nature to explore ; 


Both Air and Earth, and Seas and Skies, 
Are in thy Landſkips found; 

The rolling Sun, the pale-fac'd Moon, 

Bedeck d with Stars around; 


Happy the Nyaph that dwells with thee, 
Has Conſcience for her Guide ; 
No eurling Serpent her betrays, 
Nor baſe ignoble Pride ; 


Her 
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Her Pride's refin'd, and free from Guilt, 
She prides to walk upright ; | 
She prides with thee, her Friend, to dwell, 
Nor dreads approaching Night; 


For when ſhe to her Pillow goes, 
Thither doſt thou repair ; 

Spreading freſh Scenes of Pleaſure round, 
But hold, my Pen, forbear ; 


Perhaps thoſe Scenes may prove like Light, 
Which no one ere cou'd paint ; 
Perhaps they're Scenes of Love refin'd, 


Colours are then too faint ; 


So here I chuſe to leave a Blank, 
And ſpeak of what I know, 
The purling Streams, the ſhady Groves, 


Are Scenes which thou can'ſt ſhow ; 


'Tho' 


1186 
Tho” ſolemn Darkneſs cloſe our Eyes, 
Thy brilliant Scenes appear; 
With thee, ch Solitude, is Light, 
Thou beſt the Soul can' ſt ſteer, 


The 
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The Weary PILGRIM. 


Am a weary Pilgrim, 
| And yet muſt tread this Stage; 
What ſhou'd a Pilgrim have to do, 
In this degenerate Age? 


But each muſt act his Part, they ſay, 
The Beggar, King, and I; 
And all we have to learn to do, 


Is how to live and die; 


Then Life and Death ſhall be my Theme, 
T'1l thoſe alone purſue ; 
And teach Men how to live and die, 
With Happineſs io view ; 


Since 
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Since Happineſs is ſtill the Search 


Of Man in ev'ry Sphere ; 
If future Happineſs we wiſh, 
Let's find her while we re here; 


She is not found in Bags of Gold, 
Nor is ſhe to be found, 

In flowing Bowls with ſordid Mirth, 
There Happineſs is drown'd :, 


Nor is ſhe found * Cards and Dice, 
Thoſe M of Time; 

Nor is ſhe in the Looking-Glaſs, 
Of Virgins in their Prime. 


Nor is ſhe in the Bed of Luſt, 
Where lawleſs Paſſions reign ; 
Nor is the found in any Place, 


Where Virtue Fair is ſlain ; 


Nor 
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Nor is ſhe in the Sycophant, 
Nor in a Bribe of Gold; 

The Palm that hath receiv'd the ſame, 
It's Happineſs has ſold ; 


Nor is ſhe in the Breath of Fame, 
No, that's a very Guſt ; 

And he that her alone purſues, . 
For Happineſs muſt truſt; 


Nor is ſhe in the gingling Sound, 
Of State and Equipage; 
Nor in the trifling Duellers, 


Who for no Cauſe engage: 


But in the Hero's Breaſt ſhe is, 
Who bravely will maintain, 
His Liberty and Country's Cauſe, 
Tho' he ſhou'd there be ſlain ; 
For 
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For ſhe is with him in his Fall, 
And with him ſhe will riſe ; 
She'll not forſake, but follow him, 

Beyond the azure Skies ; 


True Happineſs is not confin'd, 
To any Sphere or Place, 
She's with the poor Man in his Cot, 


If Virtue he embrace: 


She's with the King upon the Throne, 
That human Laws diſplays ; 

Nor ſpares the Sword of Juſtice, when 
It gives his Country Eaſe. 


In ſhort wherever Virtue is, 
There Happineſs remains ; 


Tho' Pangs of Death obſtruQ our Joy, 
Hope ſays they're happy Pains. 


The 
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The BODY and the SOUL, 
4 SOLILOQUY. 


Body. 


E filent ev'ry Bubble in my Soul, 
B Peace and be ſilent, that my Heart may reſt, 


* 


Nor ebb nor flow, but be ſerenely gay; 
Start not at gay, my Health 0 the Balm, 
Be chearful then, or quit thy Tenement. 
SOUL, 
I will not quit thee, till I have command, 
And that Command from Majeſty divine. 
B o D v. 
Then thou ſhou'dſt ſtrive to keep me in repair, 
By giving me the Balm I did requeſt, 
SOUL, 
Oh! I wou'd give thee more, I'd give thee Joy, 
Exulting Joy, if it were in my Power. $ 


BOD. 
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Body. 


Be calm, nor rack me thus, with rapt'rous Love, 
And then deject me with the Want of Power. 
SO ur. 
My more than Tenement, my Partner dear, 
Why pleadꝰ ſt thou thus when dire Affliction reigns, 
Grief, fable Grief, doth all my Peace deſtroy ; 
And 1 am ſore depreſs'd with mortal Things, 
Think' thou that I ſhou'd mourn for whatis paſt, 
For Parents dear, that are for ever bleſs'd, 
Were'tnot for FR why ſhou'd thoſe things diſturb, | 
No, tis from thee, I by Attraction grieve, 
And all thy Kindred's Sorrows are my own ; 
'Tis ſympathetic Woe my Peace deſtroys. 
B o Dx. 
Lay it not to my Charge, learn to forget, 


And thou no more of Sorrows paſt ſhalt know ; 


But I each peaceful Joy with thee ſhall ſhare, 
With 


N 
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With me each lawful Pleaſure thou'lt partake, 

| SO ul. 
Sure peaceful Joy and lawful Pleaſures are 
My very Wiſh, and I'd enjoy them with thee; 
If poſſible I will be calmly gay, 
And join with thee in ev'ry ſocial Bliſs, 
Till Sickneſs, Time, or Chance, ſhall thee impair z 
And Death ſhall ſammons with his hollow Voice, 


Then ſooth each ſeparating Pang with Hope, 
With Hope of happy endleſs Immortality, 
With Partnerſhi and glorious Reſurrection. 


d mis! Hin ies 
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A SOLILOQUY. 


8 H that the Brilliant won - d but gild my 


Verſe, 


That I might Nature's Beauties but record, 


Without the gloomy Sable of my Pen, 
Which roſe from ſeeing Nature's Gems abus d; 
What's Love become but burning brutal Luſt, 
Or Muſic ſweet, but Syren's Guſt of Bane, 
The Grape's refreſhing Juice, by Heav'n ordain'd, 
To cool the Taſte, and yield reviving Wine, 


Is made more baneful than grofs Hellibote, 


By che ill Conduct of luxurious Man. 

This damps each riſing Joy, chills Pleaſure's Vein ; 
Then ſeek I mourning Paper, fable Wax, 

And fling them back again, unfix'd in Mind; 

I then take Paper that's immaculate, 


Thinking that Beauties muſt be Beauties ſtill | 
And I will paint them naked as they are. 


I'll 


Es 
I'll love and liſten to the tuneful Choir 
Of untaught Songſters, and I will enjoy = 
The charming Vine, her Pulp's of noble Uſe, 
When us'd as Cordials ought, what can excel, 
There's lovely Brilliant in a friendly Bowl, 
Where charming Converſation flows from Senſe ; 
Suppoſe ſome trifling Trifle be the Theme, 
They'll-ſcan that Trifle till they find a God, 
For God in all Things ſtands confeſt and fair, 
A God! a God!] all Nature doth proclaim, 
And all her Children ſhare his Royal Bounty. 
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An E PIT APH en Mi, $***, who 
died in the 12th Year of her Ape. 


A 


And left us here to mourn. 


6 Soul to Virtue bred, 


Is to her Native-Region fd 


But why to mourn a happy Soul, | 

That's paſt the reach of Fate's Controul, 
MSF NM 
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Our ſympathetic Tongues employ, EE 


And is for ever bleſt, 


Let us to emulate her Joy, 


And bleſs the happy Day. 


Which gave her Reſt from all her Pain, 
By breaking of the mortal Chain, 
To ſet the Soul at Large. 
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